


> BANG IN THE NET—READ THE INTERESTING

e .

IRMINGHADM is one of the lucky
B places in the Jand. The people
can watech ‘a  First  Ihvision
mateh every Saturday during the
epazon, boeause  there arve fwe -”E{'irﬂt
Division clubs in the town. That isn't
new pews, of course, but it is just as
well to remember the faet just pow, be-
cause the experience of the two ¢lubs 18
s0 widely ditferent. S
Aston Vila, one of the First Davision
atdea with its home in Birmingham, has
wont so many honours on the football
tield that it 13 almost difficnlt to count
them. League championships no emd
have come their way, apd thiey have
al:o0 won the Cup on more occasions
than any other l::IuE, i the country.
Alas, the other Birmingham eclub,
which bears the name of the town, has
alwavs occupicd a back seat. Never
once has the club team won the cham-
pionship of the First Iivision, and
never once has the mame Birmingham
becn  imscribed on the English Cup.
One of these days this reproach 1o DBiv-
mingham will be removed.

Loyal to the Players!

Meantime, the club just jogs on, and
hora I am going to tell you about the
players who just now are looking for
the turning ‘in the lane. TFirst of sl
though, it should be mentioned that
Birmingham recently passed its fiftieth
birthday as a football club. They were
wot always known as Birmingham,
though. In the dim and distant days
they were called the Small Heath

Alliance, the claly having sprung, as

THE BOYS OF BIRMINGHAM.

meny. another big
foothall club sprung,
ont of a ecricket
club.

In 1905 the move
was made to the
present ground
konown &8s Bt
Andrews, and at the
same time it was
decided to take on
the much bigger
sounding name of
Birmingham. Of
ups and downs there
have been plenty
since then, and the
d ays of champion-
ship winnings do
not yet appear to be
in sight. Perhaps
the one thing which
prevents Birming-
hum from making a
bigger stir in: the
foothull world 13
loyalty to the playvers
who have given long
service. If that is a
fault, then we can
say that it is a good
fault. Anyway,

maony of the players
of the Birmingham
~xide have served tho

club faithfully and
well for many years,

Soptladl

Tremelling; Oaks; Hibbs.

—

L

A Safte Custodian!

Dy way of exmnple, take thg defen-
mive portion’ of the team.” Whatovor
else you may say about i, you certainly

caunot say that it suffers from lack of

cxperience, ‘There is Dan Tremelling,
the goalkeeper, who has been helding

the fort for “Brum ™ cver since the
War, with injuries the only thing which
have interrupted his service. won't

say that therfe is no goalkecoper bottor
than Tremelling. who waited so long for
w cap, but T-will say that there are fow
botter men in the position in football to-

day. Tremelling wos honoured with a
place in  the England feam
November.

Althongh Joseph Smith, ihe right
full-back 13 a comparatively reoesnt
rreruit at St. Andrews, ho 18 aiso a
player of experience, having previously
sorved for many years with another
Alicdland side, West Bromwich Albion.
He has played for England, TFraok

VWomack, the other full-back whom the

clubh most” frequently ealls upon, has
alzo. appeared in representative games.
Frank 1s the captain of the side—a talk-
ative skipper, too, but he ecan at least
say that he ought 1o have something
to talk abdut, for he.is one of the fow
players who have been with any one
club long enough to have guahfied for
threc benefits. That means over fifteen
vears continucus playv., 2hefReld 13 the
piace whore Frank was borm, but Dir-
mingham 1z the place he has adopted,
and it will scem a strange Birmingham
team when the day comes when rank
of the curly locks 1s not in it.

Johnson.

FOOTER ARTICLE BELOW!
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This week:

Birmingham F.C.

the team of many ‘“ups-
and-downs.”

L e al o I e o o i

Never Say Die!

-Anoiher  player  who  has  nevér
apprared for any other first-clasz club
i -Richard Armstrong Dale, who often
accupies the right-half position. 1o
comes from that most fruitful ef all
counties in the foolball sense—Durham.
He is a strong, never-say-die fackler,
even if he docs not always back up as
consistently as he might do.

A tip-top pivet is James Cringan, 1he
never-tired. A strange story s told
about him. He was recommended to
Sunderland as a {orward, and was given
irials as a forward in the Hunderland
side, They didn't think a great deal of
him. so0 he went to Birmingham. There
he told them hie preferred the confre-
half berth; he was given bis chanee, and
took ic with both-hands, as they say.
He iz Seotch, and among his proud pos-
sessions 15 & medal which he won as a
member of Scotland’s champion quoils
team. i

Another Birmingham player wiith a
Sunderland connection is James Liddell,
who con hold hiz own cither on the
Inft ar the right in the half-hack binc.
He was born at Svnderland, but after
iha War, in which he gamed a com-
mission, he had trials with three clulbs
—Arsanal, Bouth Bhields, and Shefficld
r\‘l:[]n.e&dﬂ:r, vre fixing up with Birming-
1A,

Skilful Forwards !

That caps come the way of the Dir-
imingham players should be wmentioned.

(Comtinued on page 28.)

Reading from left to right photo shows: Back row.—85, Scholey (trainer), Dale, Smith, Bryce,
Middlie row.—Bond, Briggs, Barton; Womack; Leslie, Cringan,
Front row.—Liddell, Harris; Croshie, Bradford.



THEY WOULDN'T BELIEFE HIM!

Nothing vouser the dre of William George Bunler more than when he telis the
truth and nobody will believe him.' Certainly, ne one is prepared o it groallow ' his lateat yarn, which conocras
o cscaped convict wwifth a price on his Iead !

A Ma:gﬂt;ﬁcent New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wet !

Y I8 wet !l
l “ What?"

“Wet!” snorted Billy Bunter.
“That,” said Bob Cherry
gravely, “innst be becauze it's raining.
I've noticed before that it's wet when
it rains.”
Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled.
1lilly Bunter did not chuckle.
snorted indignautbr.
“It's cold " he growled.
“Cold?" repeated Bob.
“Yes; horrid cold !
“Put that down to January,” sail
ok, “Cold 15 nat uncommon in
January, I've noticed that before, too.”

“You silly ass!” hooted Bunter,

“"What's thea ood of grousing,
Bunter?” asked Harry Wharton, 1
suppose you're no wetter and colder
than wa araf"

Snort, from Bunter.

The remark scemed to him frivolous

That the chums of the Remove were
wet and cold that stormy January
evening was a matter whicl, perhaps,
cancerned themselves, but did not con-
carn William George Bunter in the very
least. What really mattered was, that
William (George was wet and cold.
That circumstance transcended in impor-
tanco anything clse that wes going on
it tho wide universe at the moment,

There was no doubt that it was very
wet, and very cold. The rain was
coming down hard, and through the
vain a bitter winter wind blew. Harry
Wharton & Co. had turned up their coat
collars, and they tramped through wind
and rain and mud as cheerfully as they
could. But it was not Bunter's way to
take the little troubles of life cheer-
fully. His grousing was long and loud.

“Look here, I'm fed up with this!"
he snorted,

“Tall it to stop raining!” supgosted
Johnny Bull. ¥ ol

* Beast !

IHao

“How many miles to the lodge now,
Hearry ¥ asked Frank Nugent

“ Not more than one.”

“Ow! One's enough.” )

“Thoe enoughfulness is terrifie”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
through his chattering teeth: " But
what cannot be cured must go longest
ta the well, as the English proverb
Eays.”

“] say, vou fellows——="

“8hut up, Bunter[”

“7 tell vou I'm fed up!” hooted
Bunter. “I'm not going on through
this, We've got to find shelter some-
where. . It's raining cats and dogs.
Ow ! The beastly water's trickling down
my beastly neck! It's all your fault,
Wharton.”

“Mine?™ ojaculated Harry.

“Walking three miles to see a beastly

football mateh!” pgroaned Bunter.
;Just like wou silly chumps! Oh
gar!”

“Why, vou fat bounder!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. **We should have been
home before this, il you hadn't taken
root in & bun-shop and refused to move.”

“I suppose I had to have a snack after
standing two houra in the cold, Bob
Cherryv. Why couldn’t we have a taxi
back " -

“Why couldu’t you stand the taxi?”
suggestod Bob.

“Beast !

“Oh, come on, Bunler,” growled
Johnny Bull. *It's wet, and grousing
won't make it dry.”

* Beast !

Certainly Billy Bunter's grousing had
no perceptible effect on the weather,
The rain was just as wet, and the wind
was just as cold, DBut it must have
afforded the Owl of Greylriars some
relief, for his fal <hin did not cease
from troubling, and allow tho weary to
be at rvest. It was obviously Bunter's
opinton that the weather had no right
to act in this unpleasant manner when
he was taking his walks abroad.

“Call this & holiday!” moaned
Bunter.

“Come on.” )

“PTm jolly glad- I'm going home to-
morrow."”

“And so say all of us!” sang Bob
Chorry, and there was a chuckle from

the Clo,
“Beast " y
“ Look here, it's downhill new,” said
Bob. “SBuppose wo turn Bunter on his

beam-ends, and roll him home like &
barrel?"

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared the Co.

" Like the idea, Dunty!™

“Beast | howled DBunter.

“Pack up your troubles in vour ofd
kit-hag and smile!” suggested Bob.

Bunter did not smile,

He groanod.

“You could have telephoned to Whar.
ton Lodge for the car, Wharton, If you
fellows had been my guests at DBunter
Court, I should have phoned for the
Ralls,™

“If any 1" murmured Bob.

“Ha, ha, L

“ Look here, yon beastz, I'm not going
on ti:rnuFIt this " roarcd Bunter. “I'm
wet! I'm cold! I'm soaked! I'm
freezing! We've got to fGnd shelter
somewhere, sea?”

And Billy Bunter came {o a deters
mined halt in the muddy lane

*(th, come on, Bunter.”

i Eh ln't !l:l

“ Look here—"

“Boast I

“0Oh, leave him to it!" growled
Johnony Bull, “He's getting 8 wash,
anvhow, and he can do with one,"

Harry Wharton paused. :

William Gef:)rg:e unter was his guest
at Wharton ge; and though he was
undoubtedly & very troublescme and
extraordinary guest, still he was a
guest, of sorts.

Standing still in the drenching rain
was not agreeable.  But Wharton's
comrades stopped when he did.

“Ja there any shelter, Harry?” asked
Nugent. “You know the country better
than we do.”
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The lane ran beiween a deep wood
on one side, and a high park wall on
the other. In the wood there was hitile
shelter; the rain swamped and soaked
among the leafless trees,

“ Better keep on,” said Harry, “I
remember there's a wood-cutter’s hut
some diahnncu off the road here, but
—_— HL_._

“That's  belter
groaned Bunter. )

“It will be cold and damp, and this
rain may last for hours,” said Whar-
ton. “Much better push on”

“I'm net going on.”

“MNow, lool bhere,
little sonse—7\"7

“I won't take another step!™ roarcd
Bunter.

“&Silly ass!™ growled Johnmy Bull,

(13 “st :rl:l-

“You fellows keep on,” sald Harry.
“It's up to me io stick to Bunter, but

ou needn't bother. Keep on, and I'l]
ook after the fot chump.” :

“Rals!” said Boh. “Sink or swim
together, Where's the giddy hut?” :

“ Mo, keep on,” said Harry. “You'll
be at the lodge in twenty minutes now,
Leave Bunter to me.”

“ Baiter take him by the ears and
yank lim along,” grunted Johauy Bull,

“Yah!

“ Cut on,” said Harry, as checrlully as
E]m could, “T'1 take Bunter to the

ut.

And after a litile demur, four mem-
bers of the Co. tramped on through
the driving rain, nm]_fﬂart Wharton
was left with the Owl of the Remove on
hiz hands.

than  nothing!™

Bunter, have &

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Any Port in a Storm !

ARRY WIIARTON turned from
H the lane into an ﬂpﬁﬂillﬂ,’uﬂ[ tho
drenched wood.  Billy Buntey,

with a deep groan, followed

him. Under the trees the rain fell a
little less thickly, and there was some
shelter from the scarching wind. But
it was wet and cold and dark and
dizmal, and Bunter tramped on after the
captain of the Greyfriars Remeve in the
lowest possible spirits.  Wharton stared
back as he hERﬂ?& sudden bump and a

yell,

“What the thump—"

“Yaroooph 1™

“What'sa the matter?™ cxclaimed

Wharton irupatiently.

“Yow-ow! I fell over a blinking root
or something,” groaned Bunter. “1
can't sen in the dark, you silly idiot!
Yow.ow "

“(¥y dear! Come cn.”

4 EE-&St. l.u-
Wharton lram on again with com-
pressed  lips. bviously the scnsible

thing to do was to keep on to the lodge.
But he did not feel that he could leave
the Owl of the Remove fo hiz own
devices. It was & comfort, at least, to
reflect that Bunier was going home on
the morrow. Bunter had spent the
latter part of the Chrisimas vacation at
Wharton Lodge, and had not added to
tho enjoyment of the little party there.

It was anly a few days now fo the be-
ginuing of the new term; but a few
ays rest from William George Bunter

was likely to be grateful and comforting.

“Here we are!” said Harry, at last,

Fifty yards from the lane was the
woodcutter's hut. Tt was simply an
open shelter, where the cut wood was
stacked when the trees were thinned by
the woodecutters, There was a roofl and
three walls, but aon one side it was apen
to wind and weather.

Tae Macrer Lisrany.—No. 1,039,

The intcrier was black as pitch.

At one sido there was a stack of
faggots, hut the shed was nearly cmpty.
Wharten tramped into it, glad to be out
of the rain, at least. Bunter followed
hirm in, and howled as he stumbled over
& log. '

“Is this the place? he asked, his voice
fairly thrilling with indignation,

“This is ™

“Call this a shelter®

“You silly owl! roared Wharton,
forgeiting {or the moment that Bunter
was a guest, “Did you expect a Grand
Holel here?”

“ Bonst '™

Billy Bunter groped hiz way in, He
was safe from the rain now, at least: it
beat and pattered on the slanting roof
and ran off in great streams, but it did
not penctrate into the hut. But the
wind penctrated the open side of the
shed, bitter and secarching. Bunter
shivered and shuddered. What he had
expected was not “elear, but apparently
he had expected something botter than
this.

“ Might as well have kept on, if this
13 what you call a shelter,” he growled.

“Much better,” said Harry.

“ Beast 1™

“Like te go on again?™  ashed
Wharton, who had mnot the slightest
desire to bang about in the windy shed
m his wei clothes.

“No!” snorted Bunter. "This is
beltor than nothing. Look |lere,
Wharloa,; suppose you go on-——"

“Well, if you don’t mind being left
aloneg——-"

“ And bring the car for me.”

“Eht"

“Bring the car for me™

“Dh!™ gaid Harry.

“1 know your uncle's a prumpy old
Jossor——*""

“ What ¥

“"But 1 seppose he won't mind your
having the ecar out to bring a guest
home, in this frightful rain¥”

There waz a long pause.

If Wharton could walk to the lodge
through the rain, there really scemed no
reason why Bunter should not.  And
though Colonel Wharton was a kind and
indulgent uncle, Wharton really did not
wank to ask him to send the car out
io fetch Bunter in. But he decided on
it: the rain showed no sign whatever
of stopping, and tha praspect of hanging
about in the windy shed [ar hours, per-
haps; was far from attraclive. .Enﬂ
Bunter evidentiy did not inlend to walk
ol

“Very well,” said ITarry, at last.

“And buck up,” said Bunter. “I'm
cold—and wet, see? Don't kecp me
hanging about here while you crawl
Hu::ﬁ up.”

Harry Wharton  suppressed  his
feclings, and left the woodecutter's hut.
He tramped away in the rain and
disappearcd,

Bunter grunted discontentedly.

He did not want to remain alone in
the dark and dismal shed: now that
Wharton was gone, the darkucss and
solitude made him feel uncasy., DBul
thera was no hoelp for it now,

Wharton's footsteps died away.

Tha rain and wind in the irees flled
the air with sound, and every sound, in
that lenely spot, was dia?uictin to
Bunter, huddled alone in the darkness
in the shed,

It seemed to him, after he had been
alone a few mninutes, that he could hear
all sorts of stealthy sounds about him—
sounds of whispering and creeping.

“Oh doear ! murmured Bunter.

But he murmured under his Lreath.
He did not dare to make the sound of

his voice heard. Ho was growing into
a state of hopeless funk; and he wished
by that time that he had not lot
Wharton go. Dut it was too late to
think of that: Wharton was hali-
WH to Lthe lodge by that time.

unter, huddling and blinking in the
dense gloom, listened with fearful ears,
and all sorts of unpleasant fancies and
ideas passed through his fat mind.
Bunter was a great reader of nows-
papers, and he knew all about people
who had been robbed and murdered in
woods, and stacked in black trunks, and
disposed of in similar disag le ways
—and such things wera most unpleasant
to think of in his present situation.

He knew that there had been a
burglary within a few miles of Wharton
Lodge, and that the burglars were still
at large; he knew that an ﬂ“aimi
convict was being hunted by the police

in the Surrey hills, and had not yet been

recaptured. All these things, n spite
of lis efforts, recurred to him now, and
followed one another in horrid _pro-
cossion through his fat mind.

The dropping of the rain sounded to
uim like the stealthy footsteps of thozo
burglara who were still at large: tho
sough of the wind was the whispering
voices of footpads, highwaymen, and
motor-bandits; the creaking of the
old hut was caused by the insidious
creepings of escaped convicls.

Bunter had not foreseen all thiz when
he sent Wharton away—Bunter nover
did foresee anything. Yet he really
nmnpght have foreseen it, for cxpericucc
should bave -taught him that he very
easily got inlo a state of funk.

By the time Wharton had been gono
ten minules, it seemed to Bunter that
he had been alone in darkness snd
solitude for hours and hours, and that
the shadows round him had become
thickly populated with footpads,
bandits, and escaped eonvicts.

“Ow!"” he ejaculated suddenly,

" tfi:‘im:e was a distinct movement in the
ut,

It 'was not imagination this time;

there was a movement among the

stacked faggots ab one end of the little
building. Three or four of them rolled

to the ground.

The Owl of the Remove siood rooted
to the floor. Was it a ghost, or what?
Hiz mind was filed with all zorts of
weird and wonderful fancies,

Bunter told himself that it was the
wind, but an icy fear crept mto his
heart,

A feeling came aver him that hoe was
not alone in that dim refuge from thoe
rain; that some human being was near
him, breathing in the darkness,

Some  tramp, perhups, had taken
refuge there: it was likely enough,
Billy Bunter blinked through the dark-
ness towards the stack of fapgots, with
eyes wide distended bebind his big
specltacles,

There was a movement—undoubtedly
there was a movement. It might have
been a tramp, or a lost dog—but what-
ever it was, Bunter preferred the rain
and the wind, He mado a wild rush
from the hut.

"Yarcooh 1"

He stumbled over a log and went to
the ground. He bumped there breath-
lessly, palpitating with terrar.

“Oh dear! Yarcooh! Help!”

Ha scrambled to run, and as he
did so0, a grasp fell on his fal arm—not
the imaginary coffcet of his terrors, but
a real human grasp, A volce sounded
quietly in his ears.

“Bhot up, you yvoung fool! You'ro
not going to be hurt! Bhot up, and stay
where vou are,”
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Awiul for Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER stayed where he
was. He had no choice about
that. The grasp on his fat arm
was like iron. -

He could see nothing of the man who
had grasped him save a black shadow.
But his torrified eyes picked out at last
the pale glimmer of & fare. Ho was
-lzlgnscinus of two eyes that gleamed at

1M,

“Yow-ow! Help! gurgled Bunter.

“Hilenee

The voice was still gquict, but there
was & tone of mensce 1z it.  Bunter
aoted, however, that there was also a
tone of cultivation in 1':t-r and he knew
that he had not [allen into the hands
of some rough and ruffianly tramp.

““Keep where yvou are! If you fry to
run again, I'll wring vyour neck, you
young fooll”

The man released Bunber at that, but
#tood between hun and the open front
of the hut. Punter did not think of
attempiing to dodge vround him; he was
too thoroughly scared for that. He
backed to the wall, and stood huddled
against it, quaking.

“Who—who are you I" he panted.

*1 fancy you know,” answered tho
quict voice. * How did vou know I was
hare? Droes anyone else know? Answer
me at once.”

“I--I didn't know—"

“¥ou knew I was herot”
“No!” gasped BDunter. i
“Then why were you going out into

the rain? I heard you tell your friend
that vou'd wait here till he came back

with a car. Why were you going out?”
“I —1 thought —"  stammered
Bunter, “I—-I never knew thero was

anybody
“You fool!
shadows!™

Bunter did not answer that,

It dawned upon his fat mind that, had
he not yielded to hia vaguc terrors, this
terrifying unkoown would never have
shown himself. Bunter's attempt to
leave the shed had made the hidden
man believe that his presenco a3
nctually discovered.

But who was he, and why was he
hiding? DBunter's heart almost died

here, but—but I thought——"
You were frightened by

within him as he asked himself that
searing question.

*"Who ate you ! rapped out tho voice.

“My name's Bunter,” gbavered the
fat %niur.

“Where -has your friend pooe?”

“To Wharton Lodge.”

“Wherd's that "

“About & mile from here.”

“Then he won’t be back just vet, 1
must be gone before he comes. Thero's
only one way of ceilencing your fool
tongue, and I cannot take that!™ the
man growled,

Bunter was cxtremely glad {o hear
it.
“Have you any matches '™
“Yes, gasped Bunter,

Strike ono, and let me see you.™

With a trembling hand Bunter E‘T'ﬂ[ﬁd
in hiz pocket for & box of matches. He
struck one, and the wind blew it out
instantly. But in that fraction of &
moment Bunter saw enough to torrify
him almost out of his fat wits. The
shadowy form before him was clad
the garments of a convict, torn and
muddy snd wet, thick with mire, but
unmistakable. Tho face was gaunt and
almost wolfish. Buntér shuddered from
head to fast. The police were still seok-
ing for the man who had escaped from
Blackmoor Prisen, and Bunfer, quite
unintentionally, had found him. He
would almost as spon have found a tiger
or & rattlesnake.

“ Clumsy fool 1"

The convict jerked the matchbox from
Bunter’s hand. Hoe struck & match, and
shelterad it in the hollow of his hand,

and examined the fat junior by ils
Hickeﬁn% light with searching eyed
Bunter blinked at him in sheer terror
hy the light. He saw & face that once
had been handzome—that in better cir-
cumstances would have been handsome
still—a  weoll-ecut face, with regular
fcatures and dark ﬂi.*es-mu. face that onceo
soenl was not casily to be forgotten.
But the gaunt wolfishness of 1t was what
Bunter chiefly noticed. The hunted
man was cold and famished, and he
scemed to- Bunter's scared eyes moro
like & wild beast than a man.

There was a grim and savage disap-
pointment in the man's face as he eyed
Bunter. No doubt he had hoped to sce
a person more of his own size, whose
clothes he could have taken in the place

Harry Wharton stared back through the gloom as
he heard a sudden bump and a yell.
thump——**
blinking root or something,' groaned Billy Bunter.
# ] can’t see in the dark, you silly idiot |

““ What tha

“Yow-wow ! I've fallen over a

Ow-wow [’
(See Chapler 3.)

of his own conviet rags  Bunter's
clothes were quite useless for that pur-
pose, There was plenty of room for
anyone in them sideways, but-in leagth
they were very much wanting. The
convict was @ young man, apparcntly
about twenty-five, not less than five feet
ten inchez in height, and of slim,
though_athletic, build. He muttered o
curse as ho stared at Bunter.

“No usc!” Bunter guessed that he was
referring to the clothes, and he was glad
to hear it. Certainly he did not want to
change his clothes for the convict's rags.
“The coat will serve somehow. Take it
ﬂ‘Er”

Bunter did not dare to raisg any
objection, He obediently- stripped oH
his overcoat,

“Turn out your pockets.”

TeE Mat¥er Lapriry.—No, 1,039,



s INTRODUGE A NEW CHUM TO THE “MAGNET” TO-DAY! THANKS!

Bunter obeyed.

His ' financial resources amounted to
two shillings and sixpence. The convict
grabbed it,

“Is that all 7"

“That's all|” quavercd Bunter.

T Bih IH

The man eatisficd himself by rummag-
ing through Bunter's pockets. He
struck mateh after mateh during that
process. Finally he jerked off the fat
junior’s cap. He jammed it on his own

ead, and drew the overcoat about him
like a cloak, any covering being evi-
dently welecome to the wretch, who was
shivering with cold.

“I'm going now,” he muttered.
“You've driven me out of my shelter,

you fat fool. I've a good mind—"
He broke off.  “Stay here! Do you
heay "

“Yes,"” gasped Bunter.

“If you take a step after I'm gone,
I'll come back to vou, and knock your
foolish brains out!”

" T—I won't stir 1" stuttored Bunter.

“¥ou'd better not,” said the man, in
a tone of deep, savage menace. *'And
don’t say a word about me when your
friend comes back for you. I'd wring
both vour necks as soon as look at you!™

“I—1 won't say & word.”

“] shan't be far away. I shall be
watching you. Be careful!” anarled the
convict.

“{h dear!™ :

“8tay where you are, and be silent.”

“Yes,” guavered Bunter.

The man was gonce the next moment.

Bunter heard him brushing through
the wet woods in the rain for a few
momaents, and then he was swallowed up
by the derkmess.

The fat junior did not stir.

He knew that the convict had fled—
that he would not lose a second in

lacing as great a distance as possible

ween him and the weoedcutter's hut,
before the police could be informed that
ho had been seen thare. Nevertheless,

BOOKS YOU
MUST READ.

the man’s threat that he would be watch-
ing terrified the {fat junior. Billy
Bunter's lips were sealed till he should
find himself back in the light and safety
of Wharton Lodge. Shivering, without
cap or coat, mumbling with terror and
discomfort, Bill unter remained
where he was, while the long minutes
dragged by on leaden wings till at last
he heard the hoot of a motor-horn from
the direction of the road.

— s R

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Blue Funk !

(1} ALLO, hallo, hallo!™
Bob Cherry.
“Bunter !” called Wharton.
Twa shadewy Hhgures
iramped into the woodeuntter’s hut. Bob
had come back with Wharton in the car
to fetch the fat junior. Neither of thom
could see Bunter in the black interior of
the hut, but they heard & gasping voice.

“Oh dear! I say you fellows——"

“Come on, Bunter,” said Harry.
“The car’s waiting in the road.”

“0Oh dear! Ow!”

“What's the matter I

*Ow! Nothing.”

Bunter knew that the flecing convict
must be far away by that time. But
he was noi taking any risks. To his
scared eyes the shadows were peopled
witi}; gaunt-faced men in broad-arrow

arb.

. “Got an wmbrella ¥’ quavered Bunter.

“No; it's only a step to the car. You
can't get much wetter ™

“0Oh, really, Wharton, I think wou
might have brought an umbrella, when
a chap hasn't & eoat on.”

“Eh! Have you laken your coot off,
you ass? Put it on again if you have!”

“Oh, no! 1 mean——""

“He's got hia coat off,”" szaid Bob,
peering ot Bunter in tho.gloom, “and
he's taken off s cap. Did you Gnd it
too warm here, Punter?”

“Ow! DBeast!™

boomed
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“ Are you potty, Bunter " demanded
Wharton,  “For goodness’ -sake, shove
on your coat and cap and come along!”

“I'll come as T am ¥’ gasped Bunter.

" Where's E(-m;.r coat ?"

“I don’t know! I mean, I gave it
away! Never mind my coat—let's got
out of this!™

e Eut_._}I
Wharton,

“I'm iniﬂg " snarled Bunter.

And he went. The two juniors
hurried after him. It was only a short
distance to the lane where the car was
waiting; but Bunter was quite capable
of losing bimsell in the wood in that
short distance.

“You don't want to leave vour coat

exclaimed 1{le amazed

bohind, Bunter!” cxclaimed Boh
Cherry. “We'll go back with you, if
you like.”

“Dh, shut up!”

“What ?” yelled Bob,

“Mind your own busincss!"

“Oh, my hat!”

| erry came very near collaring

William George Bunter and bangin
his head on & tree. But he refrained.
He was really beginning to wonder
whether Bunter was quite in his right
senses. A fellow who tramped through
Fourmg rain without coat or cap, and
eft thoso articles behind of his own
chotce, was rather hard to understand.

However, that was Bunter's own busi-
ness, and Bob let it go at that, The
three juniora reached the car.

“Quick!" panted Bunter.

Ha tore opan the deor of the car and

plunged in head-first.
“Oet  off 1" he shouted to the
chauffeur,

“Give a chap time to get in, Bun-
ter " snapped pEuh. .

“Buck up, you silly idiot!
he watching us 1
howlad the Owl of the Remove.

“He— Who— Whati"

“Never mind! Get in, you dummy !
What are vou hanging about for?”
shricked Bunter., *Can't you move?"

Wharton and Bob Cherry got into tha
car. It glided away along the dark
lane, with the rain beating on the roof.

" Faster!” panted Bunter.

“We're going [ast enough,” answered
Harry.

" Tall
idiot 1"

“My dear ass, we ecan't go all ont in
dark, narrow lanes!” said Harry. “ Wa

He may
this very minute ™

the man to go faster, you

don't want an accident.”

“You silly chump, we may all he
murdered !

“Oh, my hat!"

“All serene, old chap!” ssid Bob

Cherry soothingly. He had no doubt
that the darkness and solitude in the
wood had irif_ht-enad Bunter into a
state of blue funk. “You're all right
wow, "’

“He might be afler us!™ gazped
Bunter.

“Whe might?"

“0h, nobody!"

“There was nohody in the Thut,
surely 1" exclaimed Wharton.

“Eh! Oh, naol Not at allt”

“¥ou bhaven't been frightoned by
somo tramp?” asked ihe peorplexcd
captain of the Remove.

*Ow! No!  Worse ithat!""
groaned Bunter,

“Has anything happened while 've
been gone ¥

“Q0h, no, nothing!™

“Something's irightened him!" sad
Boh. “He's as white as chalk. Bomo
tramp’'s taken his coat, perhaps. T
don't spe why he can't say so. Can't
E:nu; understand that you're safe pow,

unter—we're with youi” ]

“Fat lot of use you'd bo against a
convick!" groaned Bunter.

thin
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“A  convict!" exclaimed the two
juniors together, in amazenient.

“Qh,. no; nothing of the kind!”

Bunter was pecring with terrified
o;[ﬂa out of the windows of the car, as it
glided along the dark road. It was
easy for the two juniors to sce that ho
hed had a fright; though it was not so
casy to determine whether there had
been any real cauze-for it. Fright camo
rather casily to William Georgo Bunter
of the Greyiriars Hemove.

“I] suppose ho got scared in the
dark,” said Harry, aftor a pause.
“That's it,”" eaid Bob. “Only

what's become of hiz coat and WE?
Even Bunter 1sn't idiot enough to tuke
them off for nothing.”

*Dh, really, Cherry-——"

# Acvording to Lho papers, there was
& convict pot away from Blackmoor the

other day,” 2zaid Bob. “I suppose
Bunter hasn’t droppad on him.™
“Not likely,” =aid Harry. _
“That's all wou know!” gasped
Bunter.

“Well, have you?” demanded Bob,

“0Oh, no; nothing of the sort! I'm
not going to say anything till we're
indoors, He =said he would be
watching !"

“Whoe didi” yelled Bob Cherry.

# Oh, nobody!”

“My only hat!”

“Tell the man to go faster!” gas;il_:ld
Bunter. “‘He might be after ust o
might shoot the lot of us and take the

,n“_l—
“ Who mig,ht g
“Nobody " stuttered
“Nobody at alll”
“0Oh crumbs!”
The car was eating

Bunter.

[ﬂ:; the distancc.
harton Lodge

Already the gates of
were in sight. Dunter gesped with
rolief as he recognised the drive. He

d ageain as tho lighted facade of
the house burst upon his view.

“iOh dear! Thank goodness we're
safo at last!” _

“f@afa ns houses, old beoan!™  said
Bob - cheerily. _ “No shadows to he

scared of now.”

“It wasn't a shadow, you beast! Do
vou think & shadow conld have taken
my coat ond cap and my money?”
hooted Bunter,

“Nunno! INd anybady

“0Oh, no! Certainly not!” gasped
Bunter.

He rolled out of the car. Wadham

had opened the door already, and the
light streamed out from the ball. Billy
Bunter bolted in like a fat rabbit into
ita burrow, almozt bumping over the
rlump butier as he did s0. Wadham
ooked at him. Wadham did not a
ove of William George Bunter at the
of times. Iie approved of him now
less than ever.

Wharton and Bob Cherry followed
Bunter in. Colonel Wharton came inlo
the hall, .

“"¥You had better change at once,
Bunter!” he said, rather curtly. * ¥You
are drenched!”

“Ow, yes! Soaked!” gasped Bunter.
“] say, telephone to the police station.

Tt;ﬂu mey be able to get my coat back.”
ﬂt?f?
“ And my monoy! The beast took all
‘money " ]
onel Wharlon stared at him.
“What do yon mean, Bunter?”

“Tha convict!” yelled Bunter.

“The conviel! What convict? Are
you wandering in your mind?” asked
tha old gentleman testily.

“He robbed mel” hooted Dunter.
“fook my coat and my cap and all my
money!  He'd. have taken all my
clothes if they'd fitted him. I could ses
it in hiz eye. An nwiul-locking villain

ip convict clothes! Oh dear!”

“Has anything lappened to Bunter,

Harry 1"
“I think something must have,
unele,” answered Wharton., ' We found

him in the woodeulter's hut withour his
coat or cap, and frightened out of his
wits.”’

“I wasn't frightened!” snorted Bun-
tor. He was not frightencd now, ot all
events. “I'd have El-:nwked him spin-
ning, only—only I was taken by sur-
prise. Besides, I was afraid he might
gao for you fellows: I wasn't thinking
of myself. This is all the thanks I get,

of course! :
“Stop talking  nonsense, Dunter!™
Ealdmﬂgi?nﬂ'f Wharton.
1

“Stop talking nonsense, and tell e
what has happencd—if anything has
happened ! I

Bunter, in great indignation, splut-
tered out his tale of what had happened.
Colonel Wharton  regarded liinn
dubiously. But for the loss of the over-
coat ho would have been strongly dis-

ed to believe that the fat junmior had
pen frightened in the dark, and had
imagined the rest. Having heard Bun-
ter's tale to the end, he questioned him,
and picked out the facts from a tangle
of ramblings and exaggerakions,

“T ghall telephone to Inspector
Hotham at Woodford, Bunter,” said the
colonal, at last. “Now go and change
yvour clothes,”

And Bunter went.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nothing for Bunter ]
‘WILLIAM GEORGE BUMNTER

came down to a late tea =t

Wharten Lodge, quite a new

Bunter. Within the walls of
the Lodge, even Bunter was uot afraid
of the oscaped convict; and ho had had
time to realise the importance of his
adventure. Tor three days Convict No.
19 had heen at large, baffling all the
cfforts of the polico to recapture him:
his track had been completely lost.
Bunter — inadvertently, certainly — had
found it. There was snow on tho
Surrey Hills, and for days the weather
had been wild, with few fina intervals;
and that had given the hunted man a
chance to clude his pursuers—though it
must also have entailed much suffering
upon him.

In prison garb, ragged and tatterad
and torn, hungry and worn down by ex-
posure, the convict's experiences in the
wild, wintry weather, amid snow and
sleot and rain, mwust have been torrible.
The search was difficult enough, and
hitherto it had been totally unsuccessful.
In all parts of the county the police
were eager for news of the escaped man;
and it was William George Bunter who
had news of him. The Owl of the
Remove swelled with satisfuction and
importance at that thuuiht.

When he came down, the colonel told
him that Inspector Hotham was coming
over from Woodford in & car to hear
his story; and that gave the linal touch
to Bunter's swelling importance. The
police-inspector was making a special
journey that wild night, spocially to see
{\’i‘ilinm George Bunter and hear what
he had to tell. No other felléw nt
Wharion Lodge was so important as
William Ceorge; there was no doubt
that upon this occasion, at least, he was
the * goods.” )

Miss Amy Wharton, the eolonel’s
sister, gave him a look of concerned
interest when he sat down to tea with
the Famous Five. ]

% Were you very much frightened?
ghe asked.

Bunter blinked at her through his big
spectacles,

“Frightened ™ he repeated, as if the
word were quite strange te his voeabu-
ln-ay. “Good lord, no!”

Not the least little bhit?’ grinned
Frank Nugent,

“No fear!”

“Gammon!” remarked Jolhnny Bull

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Appearances are deceptive,” ob-
served Bob Cherry. " Bunter looked
frightened when we found him in the
hut; but he was roally as brave asz &
lign. Judg:n& simply by appearances, o
fellow would have thought that he was
scared out of his wits.™

Miss Wharton similed,

“A little cake, Bunter”
hastils.

“Thank you,” said Duuter, with a
Igl:nrf_- at Bob. "Perhaps yon'd have

een frightened DBob Cherry, if 3 man
suddenly clapped a revolver to yow

wlie  aaid

head in the dark.”

“A revelver!™ yelled the Famous
Five.

Six-chambered revolver, with his

finger on the trigger,” said Buuter im-
pressively. “I can feel the muzzlo
agsinst my chest now,”
“Wonderful I ejaculated Nugent.
“Eh! What's wonderful, vou asst”
“To- feel the muzzle on your chest

when the revolver was elapped to your
head.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“I—I—I mean, he ﬂlﬂh?ﬂd tho other
revolver o my  chest!” stammered
Bunter, “He had two-—oune in each
hand."

* The authorities ought tp look inte
this,” said Bob gravely. * They must
supply the convicts at Blackmoor with
& regular arsenal of fircarms. It doesn’t
seem safe, to me”

" Perha vou don't believe mei”
snorted Bunter. :
“The perhapsfulness s terrific,”

chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, I know what I went through,”
satd Bunter sulkily. "I can tell you it's
no joke to have a revolver clapped to
vour liead and another to your chest.
with a ruffianly conviet going through
vour pockets for your money.”

“0Oh erumbs ! gasped Beb., “ He must
have gone through your pockets with
his feet if he had both hands full of
revolvers ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I—I mean—

“Yea, let'ss know what you mean,
Bunter,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“Do you mean that you dreamod tho
rovolvers T

“No, I don't!” roared Bunter.  Buk
for the revolvers I should have knocked
lvimy aPin.nmg. In fact, I did knock him
down.”’ '

“(0Oh, my hat! You did”

“f did 1 said Bunter firmly.

Billy Bunter’s tales, like thc little
peach in the orchard, grew and grew
and grew. Whenever a telling detail
occurred to him, he never could resist
the temptation to weavc it into his
nerrative. His invention on  such
occasions was almost visibla to the eye:
his hearors could, as it were, sec the
wheels go round. ) :

“1 knocked him fying,” said Bunter.
“T{e went hécls over head, and Iam‘i,nd
on the ground with a sickenipg thud.

“Hear, hear!"

¥ eizing him by the throat, I shook
him like—like a terrier shakes a rat,
said Bunter. 1 said * Burrender,
villain!" ¥

“0h dear!” . i .

“He strug Ielii_ like—like nny;hyng,
but I gripped him in a grasp of iron
- f'mr Macrer Lierary.—No. 1,039
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and pinned him to the ground. Then
I__'.IJ

“Then you woke up?”’ asked MNugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No!” roared Bunger. “Then het
drew the revolver—I mean the revolvers,
and what could a fellow do? He
pointed them at me, and zaid * Hands
i i? LE]

“Phew !

* But for that I should have egptured
him, of course,” said Dunter., "As it
wag, e got away.”

“Now we're getting down to the
fucts,” remarked Bob Cherry. *He got
away—that's a cert.” L

“ 4c for being frightened,” continued
Bunter, “ [ never turned a hair, Some
fellows would have been frightened. In
fact, vou fellows would have been
scared stiff. Not me. Sull, it's no joke
to have phe muzzle of a revolver squeez-
ing into your ribs, 1 can tell you.

“Which hand did he hold that
revolver with 7" asked Beb  “He bhad a
revolver at vour head and ome ab your
chest: and now it scems that he poked
one in your ribs. Did he hold that one
in his teeth?"

“Hﬂ., hﬂ, ]"I-E-l”

“They ought to be more careful at
Blackmoor,” said Nugent. “It's simpl
seandalous to aro a convict to the teet
when he's going to escape.”

“You can cackle ! hooted Bunter.

“Phanks—we will! Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ygh ! .

William Ceorge Bunter devoted him-
gelf to the cake. [He was still goin
strong when Wadham brought in wort
that Inspector Hotham had arrived. and
was waiting for him in the library with
Colonel Wharton. Billy Bunter rose
from the tea-table and bestowed a dis.
dainful blink on the grinning cbums of
the Remove, _ _

“The police-inspector thinks it worth
while to come over and see me about it,

anyway,” he sneared,

“YTeave out the revelvers when vyou
tell Mr. Hotham about it,” advised Bob
Cherry. “ Keep as near to the facts as
imu can. It won't be very mear, any-
mw..’!!

“¥Yah '™

Bunter rolled away to ses the in-
spector from Woodierd. As a maiter of
fact, Bunter acted on Bab's advice and
left out most of the dramatic details
when he told his story to the police-
ingpector. Under the official’s calm and
penetrating eye, Bunter felt that the
grip of iron, the threstening revelvers,
end the “Hands up!” 1} better he
omitted. Mr. Hotham soon elucidated
all that the Owl of the Bemove could
tell him; and thokgh it was not the
thrilling tale that Bunter would have
liked to make it, the inspector seemed
very satisfied.

“There is no doubt that the young
gentleman has seen George Waring,
who was Convict MNo. 18 at Blackmoor
Prison,” he said te Ceolonel Wharton.
“This information will be extremely
valuable to ws. It was not koown that
Warimg was in thia neighbourhood at
all; in fact, it was supposed that he
had succeeded in escaping to London,
where he has relations, He was & tutor
before he went to Blackmoor, and some
of his connectionz ara very respectable

le in & good posttion.”

“Then they would surely not help a
rascal fecing from the police?" ex-
claimed the colonel.

“UOne can oever tell—blood is thicker
han water, as the saying is. They
might,” answered the inspector. “ But
from the information Master Bunter has
pﬁ:.-en ps, E think we may be able to lay
this rogue by thoe heels before he can
THE Macrer Ligrary.—No. 1,059,

escape fo London, We shall lose no
time, at all events, 1 am very much
obliged to you, Master Bunter, and I
hope you did not have a very .severe

fri‘g]:tj:.

" Oh, not at all, sir 1" answered Bunter
awrtly. " I'm nob easily frightened. Any
fellow at Greyfriars will tell you that
I'm as brave as a lion.”

Inspector Hotham gave him a rather
curtous glance, but made no comment,
Bunter rolled away to continue his
attack on the cake. After tea he joined
thea Famous Five,

1 say, you fellows—-7""

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Still feeling the
muzzles of all those revolversi” asked
Bob Cherry. * Must be horrid to have a
man shoving three revolvers at a fellow
all at cnce. Or was it four§”

“Four by this time, surely,” said
Nugent. “It will be half a dozen by
to-morrow. "

“QOh, don't.be an ass!” said Bunter
pmwﬂfﬂy. “ Look here, is there any re-
ward for that convict®”

“Oh, my hat! On the make, as
usual ¥

“Well, T think I'm entitled to the re-
ward, if they get him,” said Bunter.
“I can’t afford te do the work of the
police for nothing.™

“Theére's a reward of fifty pounds for
information leading to his capture,” said
Johnny Bull: *“I saw it posted up out-
side the police station at Woodford.”

Bunter's fat face beamed.

“Oh, good! I can do with F£fty
pounds ! Of eounrse, it's not so much to
me as it would be to you fellows ! Still,
it will come in wenful.

“But they haven't captured him yet,
and -you don’t get it unless they do!”
grinned Bob Cherry,

Bunter snorted.

“They're bound to cateh him now I've
hel them. If they don’¢, they ought
to jolly well sacked. I expeet we
shall hear in the morning that they'va
got him,*

But Willinine George Bunter was dis-
apfomted. :

n the morning there was no news of
the convict’s capture, and there was still
ne news when the time came for Bunter
to take his train.

Neither was there any news of him
before the vacation eame to its end, and
the Remove fellows returned to Grey-
friars School.

George Waring, otherwize Convict
No. 19 of Blackmoor, seemed to have
vanished from the face of the earth that
wild, rainy ni%fnt_; since Billy Bunter had
seen him by the light of matcher in the
woodcutters' hut, no one had seen him.

And by the tine he joined up at Grey-
friars for the new term, Billy Bunter's

hope of baggring the fifty pounds reward
had sunk to zero.

B [

THE S1XTH CHAFTER.
Back 1o Greyiriars !

o ALLQO, halle, hallo!™
“Cheenio !
Fivae juniors met on the

platform at Courtfield

Junciion, They met amid a crowd of
other Grevfriars fellows, swarming out of
the train that had stopped at Courtfield.
It was the first day of the new term;
cold and windy, with & hght fall of snow.
But the faces of the Famous Five were
bright and cheery. They had enjoyed
their Christmas holidays; but they wera
not sorry to be golng back to the school.
The fire had come from various
directions, those whe arrived earlier
waiting for the others at Courthield
Junction to take the local train to Friar-
dale together. Frank Nugent was the
last of the five to turn out at Courtfield,

and with him was his minor, Dicky
Nugent of the Becond Form.

Dicky Nugent was not locking his
usual cheery self. In fact, he seemed
rather sulky. But that was not wneom-
mon with Dicky after a holiday, He was
the darling of his mother and sizters at
home, and & week or two af Grevyiriars
was needed for the effect of his spoiling
during the holidays to wear off.

“Herse we are again!” said Bob
Cherry cheerily. ''Hallo, hallo, halle,
Dicky! Enjoying life, what 7"

Dicky Nugent grunted.

“It’s rotten ! he remarked, apparestly
referring to the universe in general.

“What's the trouble, kid?" asked
Harry Wharton,

" Not g0 much of vour kid "' answered
Nugent minor.

Harry Wharton smiled. On account of
his chum, he bore patiently with
Nugent's young brother.

“My mistake!” he said. *'I mean,
what's the trouble, ¢lderly gent i

“Oh, don't be an ass!” said the fag.
“1 eall it rotten, shoving a fellow back
to echool when he isn't well.”

“Aren't you well " asked Whartan in
sSurprise, Di{gkff. Nugent loocked sulky,
but he certainly Ioog.ed tha picture of
rosy hoalth.

“ Only gammon ! said Frank Nugent.
“Dicky worked up a eold and & cough
to get an extra weel at home, and it
was all right with the mater, but tho
pater wasn't taking any.”

“Hine illae laeryrnae!”™ said Bob
Chérry, with a chuckle.

= Irga.d a cough,” declared Dicky, *1
wag coughing this morning, ani, and
wou jolly well know it.”

“That was for the pater to hear, to
wring his hard heart,” chuekled Nugent.
“¥You vever coughed afier we got into
the train.*

“Ha, ha, ha "

“That's all very well,” grunied Nugent
minor. I stayed in ’llfgrﬂpti;ilﬂj with
that cold yesterday, and as it turps out
it was a waste.”

“Too bad "' grinned Bob Cherry.

“You young spoofer!™ grunted
Johnny Bull

“Oh, rats!” said Nugent minor,
“We're getting a new Form master this
term in the Second, and he won’t be like
old Twigg. I know that. I can get on
with old Twigg: he never makes a chap
work, and i ie gives a man lines he
hardly ever asks to see them. The new
blighter won't be like that—stands to
reason. I call it rotten!™

“Yon'd bettar not let your new Form
master hear you ealling him a blighter,
at any rate,” remarked Wharton.

“1 don’t care! He may be zome old
hunks with a jaw like a vice, like your
Form master, old Quelch,” said Dicky
dismally. “If he is, we jn'i'l'r well shan’t
stand him in the Becond, 1 can tell you.”

The ehums of the Remove grinned.
Richard Nugent of the Second Form
spoke with lofty independence: buat how
he wag to avoid “standing ¥ hiz new
Form master, even if that gentleman
turned out like Mr. Quelch of the
Ren]mva,h?uﬁrr not cle?lr.

“Is o wi il againi” asked
Johnny Bull. oo "

Snort from Dicky.

“TIsn't he always ill 2" ho snapped., “1
believe he goes out and gets ill on pur-
pose, iuat to annoy us. It's *flu this
time, | beliove, and he mayn't turn u
for weeks. 1 wonder the Head doesn’t
sack him. Tt must be a frightful trouble
to him getting other men to take Twigg's
place v..ghen he's seedy. Too jolly easy-
EOINg, In My optinion,

“You should tell the Head your
opinmion, suggested Bob. "It may nok
have occurred to him to consult the
Second Form about thees things. ™
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Horaee Coker gave 2 roar as his silk hat was kiocked from his head and sent flying across the platform.

of Temple, who promptly passed it to Dabney.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“0Dh, can it !" granted Dicky., "I can
tell you I'm fed-up. Anyhow, I shan’t
stand any rot from this man Gilmore.
Blow him!"

“You're a young ass, Dicky,” said
Frank Nugent. " ['ve heard of this man
Gilmore, and he's & great man at games,
No end of a footballer ™

“That’s rather a chango after old
Twigg,” said Bob.

s f’-r.l rather have old Twigg,"” said
Dicky. “1 don't see what he wanted 1o
get knocked out for again. Inconsider-
ate, I call it. But if the new man thinks
ho's going to make us work he's jolly
well mistaken !” added Dicky firmly.

“ Look here, Dicky——"" said Frank.

L1 Rnt& !I!

“ You cheeky young ass—"

“0h, can it, Frank!" said Nugent
minor derisively. “I've had enough jaw
from the pater; give us a rest! allo,
there's young Gatty [

And, leaving his elder brother without
ceremony, Nugent minor butted his way
through the crowd on the platform to
greet CGatty of the Sccond.

“Cheerful young sprig,” remarked
Bob  Cherry. “Let's ho his new
Form-master will lather him. It will

de him good.™

“1 sa¥, you fellows—'

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! DBunter! Fatter
than ever!"

“Oh, really, Chorry—""

“Enill fecling thoze revolvers®™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Beast! I say, vou [ellows, they
never got that man,” said Bunter, “I
never got the reward. Bit thick, isn't
it? Lot of use & fellow running these
fearful risks to help the polieo eapturs
escaped conviets when they let him slip

¥

throngh their lingers, after all. Sicken-
ing. I eall it.” Bunter blinked seri-
ously at the Famouws Five. " Owing to
that, you know. I've come back to Grey-
friars short of moneyv. I've been dis-
appointed about a postal-order, too.™

“For the first time in your lifai”
asked Bob sympathetically,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I1f you fellows have got hall-a-crown
vou dor't wanz T ecan do with 1t till my
pu-sta.hﬂrl:lnr comes. Don't all speak at
onee.

Tho Famans IMive did not all speak at
onee. They did not speak at all. They
auly grinned. Apparently they had no
half-crowns that they did not want.

Bunter blinked at them peevishiy.

“Been my minor?" he asked. “He's
got some toffee. He dodged me when
wE gf;t out of the train. I don't know
why.

“The toflee was the whyiulness, per-
haps,” sugeested Hurrce Jamsch l'ﬁlem
Singh, with & dusky grin.

“Perhaps that's why he cleared out
of the station,” zaid Harry Wharton,
laughing. “Go after him, old fat man.
Sammy was busy on the toffee when ho
went; but you may be in at the death,
1f you hurey,™

“*Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter rolled hastily away Lo
the exit from the platform. Ii Sgmmy
Bunter of the Second Form had toffee
in his possession, he was unlikely to be
anxious to see his brother William
George; but by the same token,
William George was very anxious to
sce Sammy.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! There's Coker
of the Fifth!” exela:med Bdb Cherry,
“Isn't it lucky that it's snowed?"

“The luckiulness 15 terrific.”

** You cheeky fags ! ** roared Coker.

It dropped in front
(See Chapter 8.)

Beside the platform was an open bank,
where flowers grew in the summer, but
which was now thick with snow. Five
pairs of hands scooped up snow at orce
to knead into snowballs.

Coker of the Fifth towered over the
crowd on the platform ; his shining silk-
hat was seen from afar, like the plumo
of Navarre of olden time. That ininf,'
topper was tho target for five well-
airged snowballs, that all Aew at once,
and all landed on ihe target,

Crash!

Horaece Cokor gave a roar as his silk-
hat was lifted suddenly from hiv head
and Hew away over other heade. It
dropped in front of Temple of thae
Fourth, who took the pass with equal
promptness, and kickc-f it to Dabney.
A crowd of the Fourth chazed that hap-
less topper along the platform, whila
Coker stared round in bewilderment.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You cheeky fags!"” roared Coker,
understanding  what had happened.
“Why, I'll smash ycu!"

Coker made a rush for the Famous
Five, who scattered, laughing. Chasing
the clusive juniors on a crowded plat-
fortn was not an casy task. Horace
Coker buomped intc Wingate and
Gwynne of the Sixth Form, who were
walking with great state and detach-
ment amid the throng of lesser mortals.
Tho great men of the S8ixth would not,
in other circumstances, have taken any
heed of the existence of Coker of the
Fifth;: but in these circumstances the

had to take heed, as Coker bumpe
into them and sent them nearly
sprawling.

“Here, look out!” roared Gwynne,
“You clumsy ass!” hooted Wingato,
Tae MacNer Liprary,— Mo, 1,039,
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“Oh, get out of the way!"” gasped
Caoker.

Instead of getting out of the way,
the captain of Greyiriars and his fellow-
refect collared Horace Coker and laid
im on the platform with a mighg
concussion. Then they walked on, wi
the dignity befitting Sixth Form men
and prefects. They left Coker of the
Fifth sprawling on the platform
strugpling frantically to qct his second
wind, what time Harry Wharton & Co.
discussed buns and hot coffee in the
station buffet, with smiling faces,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Bunter |

ILLY BUNTER blinked round
B morosely  outside  Courtfield
Station.

Sammy Bunter wag not to be
BERT.
Bunter could
dignani.

When on affectionate elder brother
looked for his mioor, on the way to
school on the Brst day of term, natur-
ally he did not expect to be dodged by
& thankless young rascal.

But there was no doubt that Sammy
was dodging him. _

Bunter could not help feeling that he
was unlikely to find Bammy, if Sammy
could help 1t, until the toffee had beon
dizposed of,

'ﬁ?: Owl of the Remove blinked into
the bun-shop near the station. If
Sammy had not walked on to Grey-
i_::iﬂ.rs, that was a likely place to find

11t.

There wore a good many Greyiriarvs
follows in the bun-shop, as well as many
other customers, but among them the
fut face and ample figure of Samucl
Bunter wera not to be seen,

Bunter lingeréd in the doorway.

He refleeted bitterly that, had the
police shown a little more activity in
the pursuit of Convict Nineteen of
Blackmoor, he would have been n
ample funds to partake of the excellent
Ti'rinﬁa that were exposed to his view
in the bun-shop.

As matters stood, Bunter could not
be a partaker, owing to a striugeney n
the financial line. He stood in thoe
doorway with longing cyes, like a
Peri at the gate of Paradise. He blinked
at the Greyiriars fellows dotted about
the shop, one after another, considering
whether there was a likely victim whom
he could “touch ™ for a little spread.
Bt they were mostly seniors, and even
Bunter had not the nerve to join a
Fifth or Sizith Form man at his table.

Suddenly he gave n start.

His eyoes, m:::tl; his spectacles, became

lued upon a man sitking at a little
fab]ﬂ in a secluded corner, fnishing =a
cup of coffee,

unter fairly gasped.

The man's face, handsome, clear-cut,
with dark eyes, was as well known to
him as his own fab visage in the glass,

True, the last time he had scen that
face it had been gaunt and haggard,
lined with want. But Bunter knew it
at once.

“0h, erikey ! murmured Bunter,

It was Convict Nineteen of Black-
moor. At all events, Buntor was abso-
Jutely sure that it was.

It was a ataggerinﬁ discovery.

The man was well dressed now; he
wore & well-cut overcoat, and the rest
of hiz clothes, so far as Bunter could
sop, were well.cut and good. But the
face was unmistakable, The gaunt,
haggard look had vanished, the hand-
some face was calm and sedete; the
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not help feeling in-

young man appeared rfectly at his
ease.g So Ehfﬂlut-ﬂlj :Eﬁrma.l was his
manner that Bunter wondered whether
ha waa making a mistake, and whether
he was deceived by 3ome chance resem-
blance. DBut as he blinked, with a fasci-
nated gaze, at the handsomo face, he
felt that a mistake was impossible. It
was George Waring, Conviet Nineteen,
or his ghost.

do fixed was Bunter’s amazed stare
that the man became conscious of it,
and glanced at the fat junior.

Bunter trembled under his glance.

He expected Convict Nineteen to

recognise him instantly; the man had
seon him as clearly as he had seen the
man, in the light of the matches in the
wm&cuttﬂu' hut in the Surrey wood.
. But there was no sign of recognition
in the young man’s face—only a alightly
annoyed surprise, such as anyone might
have shown at finding himself stared at
fixedly by a stranger.

Apparently Conviet Nineteen had for-
gotten -Bunter. :

But Dunter had not forgotten him.
This was the man, he was convinced,
who was worth ity pounds tothe fellow
who could give tgc police information
leading to his arrest,

The man rose from the table, paid
his bill,” and walked to the door. Billy
Bunter dedged cui into the streect.

His fat brain was in a whirl.

The man passed him on (he pavement
without a glance, either having for-
rotten him already, or not noticing him
there,

Ho walked towards the station.

The Owl of the Remove rolled after
him. What to do in these cxtraordinary
circumstances  Billy DBupter did mnot
know, but he was deternuned not to
lose sight of the convict,

The man stopped and lifted his hand
as n sign to one of the taxicabs 1n the
rank outside Courtfield Station.

The taxi drow up at the kerb.

Billy Bunter gasped.

The man was taking a taxi—he was

oing to cscape! William Georgo

unter's fat mind did not work rapidly;
he simply did not know what to do.
Seizing fiﬂ escaping conviet with his
own fat hands was not an idea that
recommended itself to him, He blinked
wildly round. There was no constable
in sight. The yum:g man stopped into
the taxi, and it ﬁrl' ed away down the
High Street slowly on account of the
spow and the traflic. TUnder Bunter’s
very eyes and spectacles the man was
cscaping !

Loder of the Sixth came out of the
station with Walker and Carne, Just
in the nick of time Bunter thought, and
he rolled up to them excitedly.

“T zay, Loder—" he gasped.

Loder stared at him, _

“(Cut, vou cheeky feg!” le snapped,
naturally wrathful at being addressed by
a mere junior in Courtfield High Street,

“T say. 1there's o conviet——"

“What?"

“Convict 191" gasped Bunter. *le's
escaping—he’s in that taxi! Look!”

Loder of the Sixth did net ldok at the
taxi; he looked at Billy Bunter—and it
was quite o deadly look.

To Loder’s mind Bunter's words could
gnl}r mean one thmg—that this ﬂh&ék}'
fag was daring to attempt to pull the
leg of a Sixth Form prefect of Grey-
frinvs. Leoder of ihe Sixth was about
the last man at Greyiriars {o be japed
with impunity by a cheeky junior.

“You impudent little fat scoundrel
satd Loder in measured tones. “I'll
give you eseaping conviets

“Yaroooh!” roared Bunter, as the
Sjxth-Former took him by ihe collar.

Crash !

Bunter was spun round in & favourable

sition fow kicking, and Loder’s heavy

oot landed on him,

Bunter sprawled on the slushy pave-
ment with a bump and ‘a roar.

Loder and his companions walked on,
laughing, and disappeared into the bun-
shop,

“0Ow, wow ! Oh dear !” gasped Bunter.

He sat up, gaapmg‘.

“"He, he, he!
That squeak cachinnation  waa
familiar to Bunter’s ears. He Llinked

round and saw Sammy. _

Bammy grinned down at him.

““He, he, he? You got it, Billy!
What did you cheek Loder for? e,
he, het”

Bunter staggered to his fcet. Thera
wera several sticky smesrs on Samniy’s
fat face round his capacious mouth
which showed the way the toffee had
gone—and that it was gone for fmd
But Bunter was not thinking of the
toffee now; he was thinking of his amaz-
ing discovery of & convict, hunted by the

olice, strolling eoolly in Courtficld
ligh Street and taking a taxicab there:

“IDid you see that taxi, Sammy? he
gasped.

“Eh? Which? I've seen a dozen!™
answered Sammy. '

“"You young idiod "

Bunter blin after the taxicab, T
had disappearaed ‘now among the traffie
and was hopelessly lost. Owing to
Loder's unfortunate ‘reception of the
thrilling information Bunter had given
him the Owl of the Remove had lost
track of the escaping eonvick.

He grunted and tramped into the
station, leaving his -affectionate minor

riuning, evidently much enlivened by
the scenc he had witnessed.

P

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Gammon !

64 SAY, you fellows1”

The local train was coming 1n;
and the Famous.Five had lined
up for it, when Billy Bunter.

rolled up to thom with breathless ex-
citement, He elutched hold of Harrey
Wharten's arm.

“Leggo, fathead!” said ITarry. “Tha
train's coming in!"’

“Never mind the {rain now ! gasped
Bunter.

T Ass !
friars "

"The conviet——""

“Whﬂt-":'“

“"That conviet ! spluitered Bunter,

“Eh? Where? ejaculated Wharton,
“Wha? Which? Whatt"

“That man I saw near Wharton
Lodge!” gasped Bunter. “T'va socn
him again! He's in Courtleld I

“Dh. m:I" !J'ﬂrt- E”

“What had I beiter do, old chapit”
panted Bunter.

“Better stop dreaming in the broad

Wo've gob Lo get to Grey.

daylight, and leave it till you get to
ﬁm" orm to-night,” suggested Johnny
Bull.

“You silly chump!” hooted Bunter.,
“T tell you I saw him—the conviet—
Waring—Convict 19—ihe very man—-"2

“What ulter rot!"”

“1 tell you—" roared Bunter.

“The fal ass is trying to pull our ieg,"
said Frank Nugant. “Chuck it, Bunter!
Tt won't wash 1™

“The won't-washfulness is terrific, my
esteemed fat Dunter!” grinned Hurrce
Jamset Bam Singh. )

“1 tell you I saw Lim. Ile was in
the bunshop, having coffee, when
looked in for Sammy——"
B“hﬂE revolvers about him?? asked

o Iry.

“la, ha, hat™
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shricked Bunter,

*1 tell you—-"
“ Pile it on 1™
“He jumped into a taxicab!” hooted
unter. “ Boooted off, you know!
told Loder, and the beast kicked me!™

“Jolly good idea of Loder’s! Let's
do the same, you men!” suggested
Johnny Bull.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, Wharton, never mind
that train; come with me to the police
station, wnd set them after that wvillain,
and—"’

Y1 can see mysclf doiug 1#!" said the
captain of the Remove, %aughinm i |
ghould expect them to give me what
Lodor gave you!"

"But it's true!
him with my own
Bunter. .

“Saw him with a saw noext time, and
then he won't be able to get away!”
suggested Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“You silly ass! I saw him—

I zaw him—-I_ W
eyes!” shricked

¥

“Hallo, halle, hallo? Here's the
train!"

“1 zay, you lellows——""

' Seat t”

The local train stopped, and Harry
Wharton & Co. entered a carriage.
Eilly Bunter's startling story had mada
no impression whatever upon the
Famous Five. Tt was barely possible
that Bunter fancied that he had seen
tho cscaped convict, but that was the
most that the chums of the Remove
ware willing to believe. That a desper-
ato, hunted man had been taking cofice
in the Courtfield bunshop and taking a
taxi in the High Strect was rather too
much for them to eredit.

Bunter blinked into the carriage aller
them. The indifference of the Famous
Five was exasperating to the fat jumor.

“1 say, you fellows——"

¥ Cheess it, Bunter!”

“You're Intt:'ugbu dangerous character
escape ! gasped Bunter.

“Well, we'ro not  bobbies!™  said
Nugent. *“Get after him yourself,
Bunter. Scoize him with that gresp of
iron you told us about!”

“Hz, ha, lat!”

“I shall lese the reward!” howled
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” 2

Bunter, as usual, was (hinking of tho
loaves and fizhes. The Famous Five
voared with laughler.  They fancied
that Bunter was prepared to recognisn
almost anvbody as the escaped convict
whon there was o matler of Ofty pounds
depending on the recognition.  Really
hardly anybody was safe from being
identifiad by Billy Bunter as an cscaped

convict so long as the reward was
offercd. ] _
“Getting in, fathcad?” asked Diob.

“TPTrain's just gong !

v YVou fellows como with me and hunt
for him——"

4T don't think 7 ‘

“You're not doing yvour duty,” said
Bunter hotly. “It's overy fellow’s dul
to help me get hold of that reward—
mean to get hold of that villain—"

“Ha, ha, ha '™ ;

Doors wern slamming along the train,
and Dilly DBunter hopped into the
eorriage, Apparently the fat junior did
not want to enter upon a nnu_vmt«hunl:
upon his lonely own. The train moved
out of the station, and Billy Bunter
elared at the Famous Five in deep
indignation.

“The villain will get away now,” he
ratd. “It's all your fault! Do you
think I had Letter tell Mr. Quoleh wlhen
wo get to Greyfriars, Wharton?”

“You'd better not toll Quelchy fairy-
tales, unleas you want to begin the term
with & licking.”
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“Beast! I saw him-—*

"(Zive us a rest!”

“*He had changed his clothes,” said
Bunter. * He secemed to have money—
very likely the mmoney he took from
me—""

“YWould 1t last him all this time?”
grinned Bob Cherry. “Did he take all
your hundred-pound notes 9

* Beast !

Bunter relapsed into sulky silence.
The Famons Five refused absolutely to
be thrilled, or even .intercsted at all.
They did not even discuss the escaped
convict as the train ran on to Friardale;
they discussed matters that were quite
trifling in comparison, such as forthcom-
ing football fixtures at Greyfriars.

“Talk about Pontjus Pilate fiddling
while. Carthage was burning ! saill
Bunter bitterly.

At which the
agatn,

“Wasn't it Nero ™ grinned Bob.

Famous Five roared
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And wasn't it Rome?"® chuckled
MNugent. :
“MNo, it wasn't!  You fellows don't

know much about history. But ook
here, about that econviet—"

“Cheese 101" roared the Famous Five
all together, :

“T say, yvou [ellows—"

“Bhut up 1”

And at long last, Williamm George
Bunter did shut uwp. He was frowning
morosely when the train ran into Friac-
dale. The Famous Five walked 1o the
school with & crowd of other follows, at

s pace which relieved them of the
further society of William George
Bunter. For which relief they were
thankiul.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
First Day of Term !

IRST day of term at Creviviars,
F ns at all schools, was a busy day.
Tverybody had plenty to do, and

plenty to say. DMoedieal certifi-

cates had to be handed in, night bags
unpacked, studics taken possession of,
and arranged and re-arranged, new

fellows surveyed and commented on—
disparagingly, as a rule—and there was
supper 1in Big Hall, and a speech from
the Hcad-ﬂt.ge same speech to which
generations of Groyfriars fellows had
liskcned, and which some of them knew
almost by heart.

Form masters whisked about inces-
santly, with hardly time te snatch a
hurried meal in MMon -roomm ;  and
cven  the best-tempered masters had
rather an edge to their temper. 'The
deep, ponderous voiee of Mr., Irout,
master of the Fifth, dominated Masters'
room, as usual, from the start; other
masters had to hear all about Mr.
Prout's exploits at winter sports in
Switzerland; Mr. Prout beihg mean-
while utterly regardless of how othor
masters had passed the vacation. Ewven
the Head's stately seclusion, in which
he generaily reposed like an ancient god
on high Olympus, was constantly in-
vaded ; even Dir. Locke, on the first day
of terin, betrayved o slight acerbity.

Fellows ¢rowded the notice-boards to
ascertain what changes, if any, there
were in the time-tables; whether there
were any new prefects, and if so, who
and which; fags were selected by the

reat men of the [Bixth:; ragging and
arking wont on in the passages almost
with 1mpunity; there were no classes
and no prep;: all the fellows had a lot
to say, and generally they said it all st
once. ven Billy Bunter forpot =all
alrout his escaped convict, in the pressure
of other affairs,

My, Qieleh, the master of the Remove,
callod over his Form, and told them that
he expected better results this term than
last: as ho alwave did. If the Ramove
mesier really nourished these expecta-
tions, his scholastic life must have been
a series of disappointments,

After supner in Hall, Wharlon and
Nugent went to their study, No. 1, in
the Remove, to arrange certain articles
which they had brought from home for
the adornment of that colebrated: apart-
nent.

They were busy in the study when
Dhicky Nugent camo in,

MNugenl minor was
gloomy,

“He's o beast '™ he remarked,

“Eh! Who®" asked Frank.

T Gilmore

“Who's Gilmore?" asked Wharlon.

Snort, from Nugent minor. The most
unportant happerming at Greyfriars was
the appointment of a new master of the
Sccond Form, in the place of My, Twige,
who was away on account of ill-lli.'-:lﬁh.
At all events, that seemed to the Second
Form the most important happening,

“It's Dick's now Form master,” said
Frank.

“Oh! I remember! Got the tacks?
agked Harry. Pictures in the Removo
sludies wore hung by means of tacks.

“Hora they are! What's the matler
with Gilmore, Dicky "

“He's a rotier ™

“MNot licked already, kid?”

Dicky Nugent snificd.

“If he had the neck to lick & man on
the first day of term, I'd jolly well hack
hiz shins!™ he retorted.

Nugent smiled.

"“Woll, what's he done,
askod, i

“Ile's & hoast |” groaned Dicky, " He's
had us all up in the Form-room—on the
first day of term, vou know—and gonc
for us. We were plaving leapfrog when
lia came in, aiml he had the cheek to say
that it mustn't oceur again in Lhe Form.
room "

“ Sore masters don't like leapfrop in
their Form-rooms!" obscrved Wharton
gravely. B

Tare Macxer Lappany.—No, 1,039,
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“Ain't it the frst day of term!” master,
Evidently, from Nugent Form-mastor,

hooted Dicky.
minor's point of view, first day of term,
like charity, covered a multitude of
sins.

“Well, 15 that all 7 asked Nugent.

“Ie's a vile beast ' zaid Dicky. “ He's
going to make us work., I could seo it
i his eye. Not like old Twigg at all.
The kind of man who hands out lines,
und asks to see ‘em afterwards.”

“Awful!” said Harry.

“(h, dow't be a funny ass! T've got
an impot that T used all last term for
‘Twigg ! groaned Dicky. “I trotted the
sama paper out cvery time, and 1t was
gobd enough for Twigg. I don't believe
it will pass even once with thiz heast
Gilmore.”

““ Better not pet any lines, then,” sug-
gestod Wharton, ;

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” Nugent minor
obvicusly regarded that suggestion as
irvitatingly frivolous.  “He's put ua
through a sort of examination—first day
of term, you know. Suys he's surprised.”

“Burprised at the amount of your
knowledge 7 asked Whartlon, with a

Tin.

e Nuono! The other way about. He
savs we've all ﬁc:l.'- te work together this
term, and pull up—him and us, you
know. He can work if he likes. He
seems to think that men come to Grey-
friars to wark |¥ said Nugent minor in-
dignantly. “I’ll show him, the beast!
I wish old Twigg would get well and
came back, I could get on with

T‘i‘-’lgg‘!h” :

“ Better malee the best of Gilmore, aa
you'll have to stand him for half a terin
at least,” suggested Frank.

“Oh, rot! CGatty and Myers and ma
have nrade up our minds that we're not
roing to stand it,"” said Dicky. “The
beast looked at our books, and jawed
sovoral fellows because the covers were
off. Old Twigg never noticed such
thingzs. . T've pot to get a new Latin
Principia. I sold mine last term, and
nsed Gatty’'s. Hao zays I'm to get a new
ono at ence. NWice, an't it ¥

“ Fearful I zaid Wharton.

“If he on like this, thera will ba
troubla 1™ said Nugent minor darkly. “1
dan't sea getting a new book.”

“You young uss!"” said Frank, "0
course you must get a now book.”

* Books cost money.”

“I dare say you can get hold of one
from Fishy cheap. He's always got a
lot of fellows’ books on hand that he
buys for next to nothing when they'ro
hard up,” said Wharton.

“It was Fishy bought mine last term:
ha gave me twopence for it,” saoid
Nugent minor. * But you know Fishy—
he will want a bob for it.”

“Give him the bob, then”

Frank Nugent laughed. He under-
stood now why his minor had ecome to
Gitudy No. 1 with his tale of woe.

“Bee if Fishv's got the book, Dicky,
and tell him I'll square for it,” ho said.

Nugent minor brightened.

“Right-ho! Mind, I'm not going to
stand Gilmore's swank, all the same.
If he keeps on like this, there will be
trouble in the Becond, I can jolly” well
tell him."

"1 say, yvou fellowa™

Billy Bunter rolled inte the study.
His little, round eyes were wide open
with excitement behind his spectacles,
He Faaped a3 he rolled inte No. 1.

“T've seen him ! he panted.

“You've seen Gilmora?” asked Dicky.
The new master of the Second was
uppermost in the fag's mind.

Eh! Who's Gilmore?"®

“My new Form-master I

“Blow you and your mew Form-
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Never koew you had & new
What the thump does
your new VFovm-master matter to any-
bud{?"

“Why, you cheeky fat idiot—"

“0Oh, shut up ! I zay, vou fellows,
I've geen him§*

“Who's him? asked Nugent. “Is it
2 him ancient or modern®”

“The convict.”

“ What

“The eonviet!” Einspﬂd Bunter, in
great exeitement. “ He's here—at Grey-
friars! What do you think of that?”

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
stared at Bunter. Dicky Nugent blinked
at him.  Apparently Bunter expected
to thrill Study No. 1 with that startling
news. Btudy No. 1 was not thrilled in
the very least.

“You hurhlinﬁ ass ! oxelaimed Whar-
ton. “What idiotic bee have you got
in your bonnet now

© Oh, really, Wharton—"

" Are you brying to pull our leg again
with your silly conviet, you frabjous
fathead?"

“T'va seen him!'” velled Bunter. “I
say, you fellows, wvou ecould have
knocked me down with a feather. I'd
forgotten all about him, you know—and
then, all of & sudden, I came on him.”

“¥ou came on the esca nyict i
velled Nugent, R ATRE!

“Yes!” gasped Bunier

“Hero—at Greyfiriars?”

" Yes ™

“You burbling asg—-7="

He's here! It was in Masters
passage,” gasped Bunter. Y1 whs

comuing along, you know, and I nearly
ran nto him. When I saw that it was
the comviet 1 jumped, like—like any-

i in‘g, .
d;;nu;{m:::a' an escaped mnijet ﬁnikinﬁ
aclers' pas 3 i

howled Wharton, | o G CFEFHIars,

“¥Yes,” gasped Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled Nugent minor.
“T’l1 tell the fellows this" Ha, ha, ha!”

And Dicky Nugent departed from
Study No. 1, yelling. Dunter did net
heed him. Hae blinked cxeitedly at the
captain of the Remove.

“ What's going to be done, Wharton
he exclaimed.

“Done?* repeated Wharton.

“Yes. Suppose wou eall all the
follows—*

#*all all the fellows®

“And seize him ! snid Bunter,

*Beize him?” gasped Whartoh,

“Yes—before he can get away, you
know. Mind, the reward belangs to
me.” added Bunter anxiously. “That’s
undersiood. T recognised him, you
know—I ean identify him. You fellows

can't J:uit in for the reward. Tha
:ﬁwﬁ* belongs to me. You understand
at}

Harry Wharton stepped down from
tho chair, upon which he had been
mounted to tack up the pieture.

“¥You burbling bandersnatch,” he
said, * You've got that reward on the
brain. You're beginning to fancy that
you see an pzcaped conviet round every
corner. Chuck it!”

“He's here—at Greyfriars—ho may ba
here to rob the house—or to murder
the Head—or--or—"

“Chuek it!” roared Wharton, ex-
asperated. “If you say the word con-
viet again wo'll bump you, hard.”

“I zay, you fellows, that conviet—"

“That does it! Collar him I

“Yaroooh! Leggoe! Oh, my hat!
Yoooop ™

Bump !

Billy Bunter, in the grasp of Wharlen
and Nugent, smoto the floor of Study
No. 1. a roarcd as he smote.

“There I gasped Wharton. * Now go

and pull somecbody clse’s leg, vou fak

chump.”

. ‘flzrwmugh e

“Reoll him out!™

" Whoaooop ! _

Billy Bunter was rolled out into the
Remove passage, and tho door of Study
No. 1 slammed after him. He rolled
and roared,

Whether Billy Bunier had spen an
escaped convict walking down Masters'
passage at Greviviars or only fancied
that he bad seen one, it was clear, at
least, that Study No. 1 had no wse for
the story.

il e v

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Alarming !
INGATE, of the Sixth, grinned
as he looked into the Rag that
evening. It was a quarter ‘ef

an _hour late for bed-time for
the Lower School—but on first day of
the term, many things were late. The
Lower Bchool did not seem to be ready
for bed, as it was. At one end .of the
Rag, Temple, Dabney & Co. of the
F{:urrth, were penned up behind s
barricade of tables, chairs, and other
furniture, sustaining a frontal attack
from the Removites The din was
terrific, and the combat excited, and
the casualties numerous.  Bogks and
cushions flow through the air, yvells and
roars and howls resounded. George
Wingate, of the Sixth, grinned. Obvi.
ously the Lower School had not lost
their energy during the Christinas vaca-
tien, They had returned to Greyfriars
a3 lively as ever, or a little livelier.

“Dorm!” shouted Wingate.

In the uproar, he was not heard, or
at least not heeded. He strode into the
Rag and roared.

“Chuck it! Dorm! Do you hear?™

Skinner of the Remove was about to
hurl & cushion ameng the Fourth-Form
foe. He changed its direction slightly
as he hurled it; feeling that a fellow
couldn’t be blamed if a missile Janded
on a Sixth-Form prefect by accident in
a moment of sueh excitement,

The cushion landed, and Wingate
gave a howl as he staggercd against
the wall.

“(h! You young rascals!®

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! It's Wingate !
exclaimed Bob Cherry,

“Who threw that eushion?* roared
Wingate, in wrath.

“HEcho answers who murmured
Skinner, making himself as small as
possible in the crowd. It was a good
thing, in 8kinner's opinion, to hiff &
Sixth-Form man with a cushion: but
like the gentleman in the poem, Skinner
preferred to do his pood deeds by
ztealth.

"“¥You noisy young rascals ! exclaimed
Wingate, allowing the incident of the
cushion to drop; really, it would have
heen wvery diffienlt to pick out the
offender from the mob. “Do vou know
vou can be heard all over the schoolt”

“I shouldn't wender,” said Harmry
Wharton, launghing.

“Well, chuck it, and get off to dorm.”

“First night, Wingate!” shouted a
dozen fellows. “We're always late on
first might.”

“¥You're late already.

“Oh, run away and play!” came a
voice from nowhere in particular.

“Eht Who said that? exclaimed
Wingate.

“Home person or persons unknown,™
grinned- Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha'" 1

Wingate had his ashplant under his
arm. He slipped it down into his hand.

]!J‘

Get o move
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The din in the Bag had reached a terrific pitch when George Wingate strode into the room.
Ianded full in his face and the next moment he was sent staggering back.

'his was a sign that buziness was in-
tended, ond the Romove f{ellows cheer-
fully accepted the inevitable, and pre-
pared to march off to dorm.

P Anyhow, we've | walloped
Fourth | zaid Johnny Bull,

“The walloping was terrific!”

*Wob in your lifetime!” gacsped Tem-
ple of the Fourth. * We'd have kicked
the lot of yon out of the Rag in an-
other minute.”

“I say, Wingale, wait ten seconds
while we thrash these kids!” appealed
Fry of the Fourth.

E].Y‘hem were signs of a renewal of tho
combat on the side of the Hewwove, al
that. But Wingato intervened, and the
Tower Uourth were ahe%’mrdcd out of
the Rag, leaving the per  Fourth
jeering and cat-calling elter them as
they went. It fell to Loder of the
Sixth to sea lights out for the Fourth
that night; and Gerald Loder was enjoy-
iug & stoksa in Walkor's study, and was
in no hurry to attend to his duties
Temple, Debney & Co. remained in pos-
sossion of the ficld of battle.

Every Lower School man at Grey-
frinrs took the fullest advanloge, as a
matter of course, of the relaxation of
discipline on first night., The Remove
wore heard far and wide as they
marched to their dormitory; and, meet-
ing somo Shell fellows on the way, they
collared those Bheall fellows and rolled
them along o landing., Iiobson and
Hosking and Stewart of the Shell wero
left in a duosty end breathless state,
when Wingate succooded in driving on
the Remove. Ho got them to the dovmi-
tory ab last, and even then there were
scvera] fbllows missing. They turned up
one by one, with the exception of Billy

the

*It’s Wingate 1 **

Bufiter. That fat and fatuouvs member
of the Remove was still absent, and
Wingate was growing a little cross.

‘;Whm't-"s Bunter, Todd?" he called
Cut.

“Ask me another,” answered Peter
Toadd ¢-|u':t:-rfui]1.r,

“Ho'zs yvour study-mate.”

“That’s my misfortune, not my fault,”
answarcd Petor,

“The young raseal! I'll give him
six " exclaimed Wingate. ou fags
will be up tifl midnight at thiz rate.”

“That's all right, Wingate,” said
Sguilf. “LDon't mind ws. Look here,
wi'll play leapdrog while you go and
look for Bunter.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Does anyone know where heo s
demanded Lhe captain of Greyfriars,
without heeding Squill's playlul sugges.
tiom.

“MMight be in Smithy's study,” said
Hazeldene,

“My study ! excluimed the Pounder
of Ciroyfriars, :

“¥es; vou have a lob of tuck—-"

“Ha, ha. ha!"

“Why, I—I—-I——"
DBounder.

The foct that Vernon-Smith had
brought a supply of tuck from home
made it guite probable that Bunter was
in his study, too busily occupied to
remember bed-fime.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
somebody ! exclaimed Bob Cherry, as
thero 'was a rapid patter of footfalls in
the dormitory passage.

“Here he comes!™ _

It was Bunter, and evidently he was
in & horry., He burst into the dormitory

ejaculated the

PRIGE
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A cushion, hurled by Skinner,
“* Hallo, halle, hallo ! * exclaimed Bob Cherry.
{See Chaplcr 10.)

at a wild rush, and bumped into Wine
gate of the Sixth.

“Heolp!™ he rosrved.

“You fat young ass!” shouted Win-
gate; shoving the Owl of the Remove off
with no guentle hand.

Bunter sat down quita sud Lli:n]:,'.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ I—I say, vou fellows, shut the door 1

he howled., “Lock the door! Put the
beds against it! Help !™

“Oh, my hat! ‘hat's the row,
Bunter "

“What the thump——*

“Is this & lark ?” demanded Wingate,
staring at the gasping Owl of the
Remove. “What deo you Inean,
Bunter ¥"

“He's tliera!" pasped Bunter.

“Who's there ¥ shricked Wingata,

“The conviet!™

“The—the what "

“"Conviet No. 190" shrieked Bunter.
“] ran into him in the passage.
beliove he's after me. Help "

“You fat chump!” roared Wharton.
“Ara yon spinning that silly yamn
again ™

id Hc_lp [H

“Is he mad ! exclaimed Wingste, In

astonishment,
“More or loss,” said Pater Todd.
*Rather more than less, I think”
Wingate grasped the fat junior by the
shotilder, jerked him Lo i‘-is fect, and
shook him foreibly.
" Now, you young as5—="
* Yarooooh !
“What n:i[::r you mean i
111 G.r !?.l
Goopsh ®
(Continuwed on page 16.)
Tae Macser Lisgany,—No, 1,038,
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(Centinued from pege 13.)

Bhake, shake, shake! George Win-

ate of tha Sixth seemed to be losing

is temper a little.  As a matter of fact,
the Lower Fourth were rather trying to
the temper on first night of the term.

“Now tell me what you are burbling
about,” axeclaimed the Greyfriars cap-
tain angrily.

“QOooch! D-d-don't shake me like
that,” gurgled Bunter, “If you make
my glasses fall off—"

“What "

*If they get bub-bub-bub-broken
vou'll have to. pip-pip-pay for them,
you know ! gasped Bunter.

“Buntor's %naen seeing convicts all day
long, Wingate.” Harry Wharton ex-
plained. “There's s reward of fifiv
pounds for an escaped convict, and
Bunter's prepared to recognise anybody
as the man.”

“He's here!™ shrisked Buntoer.

“Who's hers, you babbling

idiot *"

“The convietl I've just seem him
again, conring upstairs,” howled Bunter.
“1 tell you he's in the House., I nearly
ran into him on the stairs, and I ran for
my life. He's got a revolver. I feel
sura ho's got a revolver. Oh dear! I'm
not going to bed with that escaped con:
vict in the house. We may all be mur-
dored in our beds”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

.The prospect of being murdered in
their beds by an escaped conviet, whe
was wandering about the House, did not
seem to alarm the merry Removites
The% yelled with laughtor,

“You can cackle!” howled Bunter, “1
tell you I'm not going to bed till that
convict 18 collared, It amin't safe.”

“Ha, ha, hal®

“You utter young ass!” said Wingate,
half laughing, in spite of his cxaspera-
tion. “There are no escaped convicts in
the House. Turn into bed at once!”

:'}Isﬂ.vﬁ+hl'm." - -

“Turn in!" ra out Wingate.

“But T tell yomo *

Whack !

“ Yaroooh !” roared Bunter, as the pre-
foct's ashplant whacked on his fat
person, “Ow! Wow! Woogh!”

“Now furn in.”

“ Yow-ow-0w-ow 1"

Bunter seemed to realise that Win-
gate's ashplant was more dangerous
than tho escaped convict—if any, He
turned in.

“Now if there's any row in this dorm
to-night, I shall coma back, and there'll
be trouble,” said Wingate warningly,

And he put out the light and left the
Remove to slumbor—if they liked. From
the buzz ‘of cheery voices that followed
the closing of the door, however, it
looked as if alumber in the Lower
Fourth dormitory was still afar.

little

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter in Danger !

BIL’LY BUNTER quaked ju his
bed

For onca he did not glide

swiftly into the comforting arms

of Morpheus. Bunter had ssmpled the
‘uck in Smithy's study, appreciatively
THE MaoNer Lissasy.—No, 1,039,

and extcnsively; snd, having loaded
himszelf far above the Plimsoll line, he
would, In ordinary circumstances, have
been  propared to sink  into  happy
slumber, and dream that he was enjoy-
ing that feed over again. But slumber
was banished by the bluest of blue funk!

Convict No. 19 was after him! Bunter
had no doubt about that. It was he,
William George Bunter, who had set
the police on the track of the hunted
man, though not with successiul results.
He, William George Bunter, had recog-
nised him in Courtheld, and but for
Loder's scepiicism, the villain would
have been seized thers and then.

Now the desperate rascal was at Grey-
friars, and Bunter felt that he, William
(reorpe Bunter, was the intended victim.
For what could thé man want at Grey-
friara at all, if he was not there on
Bunter's account?  And Bunter was
sure that he was there. It was true that
he bad only seen the convict by the light
of. matches on a dark night, and equally
true that his sight was not of the
clearest at the best of times. But he was
sure,  The man he had seen once at
Courtfield, and twice at Greyiriars, was
George Waring, Conviet No. 13, of
Blackmoor Prison. He was quite posi-
tive about that. So, instead of sinking
into balmy slumber, Bunter quaked, in
momentary fear of i'ma.ring the stealthy
tread of Convict No. 19,

I say, you fellows,™ he quavered,
when Wingate was gone, “zome of you
get out and lock the door. Put a bed
ngainst it

“Fathoad !” answered Bob Cherry.

“The convict may be here any
minute—-"

*Ha, ha, hat”

*“This is the first I've heard of the
conviet,” chuckled « Skinnér. “Let's
hear sbout him, You dreamed this
aftor an oxtra allowance of Christmas
pudding, I supposze, Bunter "

“You silly ass! It's true”

“How can it be true when you're tell-
ing. it?" argued Skinmer. “The two
things don't agree.”

“Ha, ko, ha!”

“Leét's hear the yarn,” said the
Bounder. “There reslly is an escaped
convict sdmowhere; I maw it in  tho
papers in the vac. Man got away from
Blackmoor Prison.” :

*“That's the man!” gasped Bunter.

“And you've seen him hors at Grey-
friars?" chuckled the Bounder,

“Yos: twice.”

9 Wnlkinpi( about the passages and
ataira, vou know,™ chartleg Bob Cherry.
“8o exactly like what an escaped con-
vict would do if he got into the House.”

i Hl:lrl,_ h«h ]13- e

“1 can't make that out at all,” con-
fessed Bunter., “He walks about the
House as cool as you please, just as if
he belonged here.”

“He would!” chuckled Tomq Redwing :
and there was & roar of laughter in tﬁa
Remove dormitory, 'That an escaped
conviet might possibly hide somewhere
about Greyfriars was admissible, That
an escaped conviet would stroll about
the passages as if he belonged to the
place was highly improbable. But im-

rababilities did not matter a straw to

illiam George Punter. He knew
what he knew,

“But where did you mako his
acquaintance ?”" asked Skinngr. “ Been

visiting your relations this Christmas®
h“Eaast! It was at Wharton Lodge
that——"

“A relation of Wharton's? asked
Skinner, “Dash it all, Bunter, den't
give away Wharton's family secreta to
the whole Form.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 came on him in & woodcutter's hut,

rr

He was hiding there from the polios.
He was Waring—="

“ What was he wearing"

“I mean, his name was Waring,”

“Blessod if I ever heard of a man's
name wearing anything !” said Skinner.

What was his name wearing ™

“¥You silly chump, his name was
George Waring, and he was No. 19,
and a ruffianly convict, I had a fearful
struggle with him, and had nearly over-
powered him when he drew o knife—"

" Revolver,” said Bob Cherry. “It
was a ravolver last time: in fact, three
revolvers,”

”gl m-:mida. rewﬁmril He drew a
revolver and pressed the point to
chest—I mean the mgmzl&fpo ¥l

“He pressed the point of the knife to
your muzzle ¥ asked Skinner. “I1 sup-
pose he thought you talked too much.”

“ No, you idiot; he pressed the muzzle
of the revelver to my chest,”

“And shot you dead?” asked Skinner
sympathetically,

* No, you chump; of coursa not!?

“What a pity " sighed Skinner,

*Ha, ha, ha!®

“That convict must bo an  ubter
rotter,” said Bkinner. “He might have
finished off Bunter while he had a
chance. If he had been an Old Boy of
Greyiriars, I think he would have done
it for the sake of the school. What a
wasted opportunity ! :

“Is there any more, Bunter?’ asked
Peter Todd, with & yawn,

. “Yes, lots. I told the police all about
it, and they got after him, but they let

him sl through  their fingers,
Practically did me out of the reward!”
said  Bunter iIndignantly. * These

fellows know it's true; they were there

when the police-ingpector came to sec
me about it.”

“That much Is true,” said Wharton.
“Bunter really did see an escaped con-
vict hiding in a woodeutter’s hut, and
was frightened out of his silly wits.”

“1 wasn't frightened ! roared Bunter.
“But it sin't safe to go to bed with
escaped conviets walking about the
House, He knows I've spotted him, and
he's after me, He knows I saw him in
Courtheld this afternoon, and he's come
to Greyiriars to polish me off. He can’t
be here for any other reason.”

“More power to his elbow,” said
Micky Desmond.

(14 B‘ﬁ&ﬁt !Jl.l

Harold Skinner shipped silently out of
bed. On tiptee he crossed to door
of the dormitory. Bunter, whose sight
left much to be desired in the daylight,
could not sce at all in the dark, and was
happily unconscious of the playlul
Skinner's proceedings.

"He's alter me,” insisted Bunkep.
“I'm absolutely certain that he's after
?E.'f” What else can he be at Greyiriars
or:

“Walking sboubt the passages looking
for Bunter!” chortled Vernon-Smith.
“Nobody asking him what he's doing
here, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha'” .

“¥ou cackling asses!” groaned
Bunter. “He may be here any minute
now the lffht‘s out; the door may open
a.u_g second-—"

unter broke off. with a howl of
affright. Quite noisily the door-handle
turned and the door opened and shut
again. Heavy footsteps came tramping
across from the door.

“Yow-ow! It's him! Help!” howled
Bunter.
“Whoe on ecarth—" beran Bob

Cherry, siiting up in bed
1I1roupélh the darkness,

“Where's Bunter?” asked a deep,
almost sepulchral yoico,

and peering
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“Yow-ow-ow! I'm not here!” yelled
Bunter.

“Where's Dunter? his
blaod 17

*Yarooooh I -

Billy Bunter volled oui of Lis bed and
dived underneath it. The heavy foot-
steps came to his bedside,

“Ha! He is gone!" exclaimed the
deep, terrifying voice. " Ho - shall not
nscape  the vengeance of  Uonvick
No. 20—

T No. 18" chuckled Bobh Cherry, Ile
had struck & mateh, and recognised
Skinner standing by Bunier’s bed.

“1 mean Nao, 19! Where 1s Bunfer?
Hoa must die!™

“¥Fow-ow-ow ! Help!™

“Roll out, Banter ! roared Bolsover
lwlnjur. “Here he is*”

“Ha, ha, ha'™

“Beize him in that grasp of iron!™
yelled Nugent.

“Yarcooh! Help'”
~ “Blood must be shed I szaid Bkinner
m & deep, deep voice. °fBunter, pre-
pare to meet your deom M
= Billy Bunter, huddling ander {he bed
m dive terror, seemced guite unprepared
io meet his doom. He reared for help.
The Removites roarced with laughter.
That circumstance alone might have
eonvitced Dunter that there was no
cscaped conviet in the dormitory; but-in
a state of blué funk Bunter was lb-eyn:nd
ressoning. He roared and velled, amid
howls of laughter from every other bed
in the dormitory.

In the midst of the merriment the
dormitory door opened again—unheard.
It was not till the light was suddenly
switched on that the Removites becamo
aware that Mr., Queleh had arrived on
the scene. The Remove master stared
I:'l“:lllilrl:‘,;pr into the 1'3:::1@;' o

“Lave!” pas uiff.

“What dges pﬁ‘liﬂ uproar mean:” de-
manded Mr. Quelch severely,

“Yargoh! Help!™

“Bhkinner, what are you doing out of
bed? Bunter! Where 15 Bunter?
YWharton, where is Bunter® called out
Me, Quelch. “I can hear his voice”

“Under los bed, I think, sir™ gasped
the caplain of the Remove.

“In the namo of all that is absurd,
what iz Bunter doing under hiz bed
cxclaimed Mr, Quelch testily, * Bunter !

“*Yaroooh !

“Come out [rom under that hed at
once !

“Is he gone?™

“What! TIs who gone?

“The conviet,™

“The—the—the what®”

“The conviet! ©Oh Help!
Telephone for the police !

“Is the boy out of his senses?” ox-
claimed  Mr. Quelch. *“1Is this some
foolish ypractical joke on that abz:urd
Loy 1™

“J—I—I think Punicr fancied I was
an cscaped conviek, siv,” said Skinner
demurely, I really don't know why,
1%,

“Ha, ha, ha'l”

* Rilencg ! Yan
Buntaer-—'

“tHelp!”

“io back to bed sl onep, Skinner!
You should not play these abenrd jokos
on & foolish boy like Bunter., DBunter,
if vou do nob come out from under that
Led jnnpediately I shall cane you I

Bunter crowled out at last.  Even
upon hizs obtuse brain it had dawned
that his fat leg hod been pulled, He
gove Skinner a farious. bhiuk, and
Skinner grinned cheerily in response.

“ (3o back to bed at once, Bunter ™

“PBut—but the conviet, siv—-—"

“You utterly ridiculous bor, it was

I'm afrer

ileqr !

ridieulous

boy,
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Bkinner playing o foolish practical joke
ﬂ!!._'-'-""
"I know, sir, but there’s a conviet
in the Housg——""
“A convict in the Xouse!™
Alr. Queleh,
“Yes, sir, walking about—"
“Walking about ™
“Looking for me, sir!

ropeated

I don't fecl

safe! 1 ain't safe to have cscapeod
conviels in  the House, sir,” gaspod
Bunter,

Mr, Quaeleh looked at Bunter as if ho
would cat him,

“{ret into . bed at onee, Dunter!
Another word of this ridiculous ron-
sense, and I shall cane you.”

“Buf, gsir—" paspod Bunter,

“Bilenee ! thundered Alr. . Quelch.

Bunier gquaked, and hopped. into bed.
Mr, Quelch surveyed ihe long row of
recumhbent Wemovites with a  basilizk
eye.

“If there iz any furtiier disturbance in
this dormitofy to-night, I shall cane

F—

A Book of lnestimahlu[
Value to the Huhhyist!!

]
|
|

|
|

o i ——

Dealing with every hobby under {

the sun. YWritten by experts in {

sgimple, non-technical language,

An everlasting treasure to the boy
who wants to knaw.

Only SIX SHILLINGS. ||

avery boy in the Form—severely!” he
said.

With that, Mr. Quelch pul out the
light and withdrew.

“ Gontlomen, chaps, and fellows, we'd
Letier take a nap,” vawned Peter ’l.‘u:.hj-
“Quelchy means business; and we don't
want to give him all that hefty exer-
cise, at his time of life. Tle's getting
clderly, you know.”

“1 zay, you fellows——"

"“Hhut up, Bunter.”

“But that convief——-"

“*Cheese it.”

" That awful convict——"

“hat convick 15 plaved ont,”"  soid
Vernon-Smith, “*Say convick again oand
vou'll get my bolster,”

“But, I say, you fellows—"

“Bhut up, Bunter!”

“IF I'm killed to-mght—"

“Yan'll be half-killed, ab least, il you
don't shut up”

“ Beast !” .

Bunter was compelled lo realise ihal
his awful danger—if any—did not worry
his fellow Removites in the very least,
The Removites, who most decidedly did
not want to give Mr. Queleh the trouble

of caning them all round, agreed that i
was time to go to sleep; and it was
time;. therefore, for Bunter to shut up.
Bunter never was very willing te. shut
up, and mow he was more unwilling
then ever, But there wag nothing doing,
and he shut vp at last—and as he hegred
ithe regular breoathing of the fellows
dropping off to sleep, %u wondered how
they could settle down calmly to
slumber, heedless of his terrible peril.
That terrible peril was still in Ins
nund, when he began to snore himself ;
but fortungtely he dreamed, not of
escaped convicts, but of the feed ho had
cnjoyed in Smithy's study.
And when the rising bell clanged out
at Grayfriars in  the frosty winter
morning, HBHunter woke up and fonnd
that he was still alive. IHe had not, |
‘after all, been murdered in his bed,
which was fortunate—or unfortunate,
according to the point of view.

- THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Rough on the Second Form !

N tha second day of the torm,
Greyfriars began to seitle down :
fellows dropped into their places,
boxes were unpacked, tc

comers turned up; classes mgmt, a liftla
work was done—not much, it ie true, but
enough to give a foretaste of the wrath
to eome, as it were. Nr:nh-ud? liked
settling down to work after the frepdom
of the holidays, and probably the
mastera liked it no better than their
pupils, though they were sametimes
suspected of taking a fiendish delight in
k.

i
_ The Fifth Form came off best, because
it was casy to switch Mr. Prout oft
lessons by o sly allusion to winter

sports in -Bwitzerland, upon which
5'-‘,'-‘1133135 Alr. Prout was always ea and
willing to expatiate. Fitzgerald of the

Fifth had s bet on with Blundell, tho
captain of that Formn, that Le would
keep Prouty on winter sports during
the whole of the hour supposed te be
devoted to Latin prose that morning,
and Fitzgerald lost his bet only by soven
minutos,

The Shell found My, Hacker much less
amenabla to the voico of the charmer.
Mr, Hacker had returned to Groeyfriars
with a slight eold, and either the cold
or the Bhell had a deteriorating effoct
on his temper: Hebson & Co. almost
perspired in class that morning, cold as
il was,

The Fourth found Mr. Cepper rather
less easy-going than he became loter
in the term, when apparvently he pave
the Fourth up as a bad job. 'Tho
Removoe discovered that Mr. Quelceh’s
temper, alwaysa little acid, had become
a little more acidulated. Work, Mr.
%uelch told hiz Form, wasz the ordoer of
the day., The Remove were painfully
conscious of the unpleasant fact, and
thought that it was in the worst cf
taste for Quelchy to rub it in.

Even the Third, who usually had an
casy time with Mr, Wiggins, found that
their linez had not fallem in pleasant
places. Mr. Wigging was an absent-
minded  gentleman who forgot nearly
everything; he would forget his booka
for a class, and sometimes forget the
class itself ; he would forget lines when
he imposed them, and [crgot his inten-
tion of reporting dire offenders to tho
Head. His Forin made fun of him, hut
they sincerely wished him long life and
good health: as in the case of Cwsar of
old, they fearcd there might a worse
come in his place. But even Mr. Wiggin
at tha beginming of term, had a fund
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energy which he had accumulated
during the holidays, having had a much-
needed rest from the Third; and he laid
down an alarmung programme of work
for hiz Form—awful to contemplate,
but for the consoling thought that Mr.
Wiggins would probably forget all about
it in the course of & day or two.

But of all the Forms at Greyfriars, no
Form suffered or repined as the Second
Form sulfered and repined.

The Second were on the verge of
mutiny. :

Indecd, fiad mutiny been practicable,
those lively young gentlemen would
have pgone right over the verge.
Fortunately, it wasn't.

The fags told one snother, in thrilling
voicas and with dark locks, that they
wouldn't stand it.

In truth, it was a8 scrious state of
affairz. Under Mr. Twigg, the Second
Form had had o happy time. Old
Twiggy was too pood-natured to give a
fellow & really bad, report.  Ewen
Sammy Bunter generally pot off fairly
well. The two Bunters at Greylfriars
woare very mich alike; but whereas Mr,
Queleh often made William George
fairly squirm and wroiggle for his
Iaziness, Mr. Twigg only reprimanded
Bammy Bunter gently, or passed him
over with a sigh.

- Sammy Bunter could point
triumphantly to the fact that he knew
no more at the end of thoe term than at
the beginning; yet if Twiggy went so
far as to cans him, wl'el;m seldomn
happened, he never - administered more
than a flick; the first yell from Sammy
softened His heart, and Sammy was
glways ready with- & yell. And as
Bemmy was the laziest and slackest
fallow in the SBecond, the others got off
still more easily.

From this éarthly paradise, the Grey-
friats Second were rudely awakened
now. Twiggy was gone, and & new
master reigned In his stead ; and the new
master was & beast, and nof merely a
beust, but a priceless beast, an unspeak.
able beast, an incaleulable beast, & prize
beast, tho most frightful and unheard-
of borst that ever was or could be.

‘Certainly nobody, looking at Mr. Eric
(Filmore, would have taken him for any
sort of a beast. He was a handsome
young man, tall, athletic, slim but
ﬂ-hﬁl‘t% with & pood-natured smile on his
good-looking face. Ha was known to be
& good man at games, and was already
on the best of terms with Wingaie of
the Bixth, and other great men of the
Greyfriars pames.

Mevertheless, he was the very last
word in beasts, according to hiz Form.
He contrasted se completely, and so
painfully, with Mr. Twigg. Even on
the first day of the term, &E Second had
had & sample of his truculence; tho
brute expected them to know things, or,
at least, to want to know things. Ha
expected them to have whele sets of tha
required books for their lessons, and
oven to have those books in good eon-
dition. He had commented sharply on
the Bed Indians, deawn in red ink, who
swarmed on the war-path all over
Gatty's Latin grammar, though it had to
be admittod that he did not recognise
these artistic productions as drawings at
all, but supposed that Gatty had care-
lesaly spilt ink over his book,

Dicky Nugent had had to replace, at
& cost of eighteenpence, a book he had
sold to Fisher T. Fish of the Remove,
the previous term, for twepence, It was
true that Nugent major found tha
eighteenpence ; still, that did not effect
the principle of the thing.

The Becond commenced classes under
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Mr. Gilmere with
anticipations,

Their warst anticipations were more
than realized,

Lric Gilmore was openly shocked by
the state of their knowledge, or want of
knowledge, He asked them how they
oxpected to pass examinations; and it
was uscless to tell him that they did
not want to pass examinations. You
couldn't tell masters these things;
hesides, Form masters were supposed to
know them without being told.

Thet morning the Sccond fairly per-
spired in class, and looked and thought
mau;tterubflﬂ thmgs,h 1

‘Ihat afternoon they longed to lynch
Mr. Gilmore, to hc-iIFhim %ﬁ oil, {;?I; to
dispose of him by even more unpleasant
methods,

Mr. Twigg, nursing his influenza far
from Greyfriars, would have felt flat-
tered had he known how passionately
the Becond Form yearned for his return
te the school.

_ There really was no limit to the
intquities of this man Gilmore! Ga.ttﬁ_
kept a volume of the “ Holiday Annual
under his desk to relieve the tedium of
lessons.. ~Mr. T?.'Igg had never noticcd
it in a torm. Mr. Gilmore noticed it in
ive minutes, and the precious wolume
was taken away and locked in the Form
master's ‘desk.

Sammy Bunter consoled himself in
the -afternoon with & bag of anisced-
balls. Perhaps the powerful scent of
that refreshment betrayed him. The
Beast, as the Second Form had already
named Mr., Gilmore, made his swoop.
The anisced-bells were ruthlessly con-
fiscated. The Beast added insult. to
mjury by mentioning that the Form-
room was not the proper place for
guzzling., SBammy was moved to indig-
nent protest.

_“!?I;Ir.‘ Twigg never said anything,
sir!

“Did he not?” asked Mr. Gilmore,
with his pleasant smile.

“Never!” said Sammy.

“1 fear that you must have imposed

the gloomiest

very much upon Mr. Twigg’s kindness,”.

said Mr. Gilmore.

We - liked Mr. Twigg, sir!"” said
Gatty boldly, implying as plainly as he
dared that he did not like Mr. Twigg's
successor at all.

I trust that you will like ma,” said
Me. Gilmore cheerily. The Becond had
to admit that Mr. Gilmore had a ver
pleasaht smile, “But we must not Lal
—lime 15 precious!”

The' Second utterly disagreed with
Mr. Gilmore on that int; but the
Form master had, unlortunately, to
be given his head.

After elass that day Frank Nugent
looked for his mineor, to inquire how he
was getting on with his new master.

Dicky looked at him dolorously.

TAwiul!"  he said, I szay, Frank,
vou offered last term to help me with
my Latin.'

“The offer’s still open,™ said Frank,
with & grin.

“Look here, I'll come to vour study
after prep with the Besst. Life won't
be worth living in the Sceond if & man
doesn't pull up a bit!” said Dicky
Nugent dismally. “He doesn't let a
fellow off if & fellow doesn't know a
thing, you know. He takes it for
granted that a fellow wants to know,
and keeps on till a fellow does know!
I'm blessed if I don't think it will he
easter to work than to slack so long =2s
wa have that awful beast!”

Frank Nugent chuckled. He sym-
pathised with his minor; but ho could
not help thinking that & Form master
like Mre, Gilmore was exactly what the
Hecond wanteu, if they had only known
it. Certainly a master with whom it

was easier to work than to slack, was
likaly to do the Second Form a lot of

E . :

“Thera he is!” added Dicky. *“Look
at the brute! You wouldn't think he
was such & beast to look at him.”

Frank Nugent pglanced at Mr. Gil-
more, who was chatting with. Mr.
Quelch in the doorway of the House.
Certainly he did not think that the
handsome, good-tempered-looking vouag
man loocked a beast.

“Looks a deeent chap, Dicky,” Le
sald,

“Looks!” snorted Dicky. “I'll como
up to your study after prep, Frank.”

“Do, old chap!” zaid Nugent.

Dicky scuttled away as Mr. Gilmors,
leaving the Remove master, came out
into the quad. The young mastor
sauntered away, apparently taking a
stroll ' round Greyfriars, of which he
had seen little, so far. Frank Nugent
locked for Harry Wharton & o, and
found them walking under the elms.
Bolx Cherry was grinning.

“Bugter’s seen his conviel again,
Franky!”
“Ha, ha! Where?"

“Walking along the Form-room pas-
sage!” chuckled Bob. “I'm beginning
to  think that the fat idiot is szeecing
visions. Who can it be that he takes
for the convict?”

“Boodness knows!”

“1 say, you fellows—"

. "Hallo, hallo, hsalle! Here he is!
Secn him again, Bunter?"” roared Bob.

4 Dw! ?uﬁ,’j

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I esay, you fellows, he's in the
Cloisters now!” gasped Billy Bunter.
“He passed only six feet from me——"

“You potty ass!” growled Johnoy
Bull. “How could he be herc?”

“He iz here!” yelled Bunter. * ¥You
follows go into the Cloisters now and
vou'll zee him, walking az cool as you
please "

“Tat's go!” said Wharlon.
on. Bunter!"

“No fear! I'm not going near him-—
he's dangerous! You fellows pgo and
collar him, and I—I'll go and get help!™

And Billy Bunter scudded into the
House, perhaps to get help, but more
likely to place himszelf at a safe distance
from the supposed conviet.

The Famous Five trotted across (o
the Cloisters. That Convict MNineteen
was there thev certainly did not beliova
for a moment; but they were curious fo
zee whethor anybody was there whom
Bunter could possibly heve taken flor
tha fupitive from Blackmoor.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Somebody’'s
hera!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the
juniors entered the old stone Cloisters,
“Whao's thia?"

“Ha, ha, ha! It's Mr. Gilmore, the
mastor of the Becond—my minor’s jolly
old Form master!” chuckled Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Coma

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Doubting Thomases !

RIC GILMORE stopped in his
loisurely walk along the dusky
old Cloiisters, and glanced at tho
chums of the Remove severely.

The juniors stopped, and coloured a
little. The idea that Bunter had taken
tha new master of the Second for the
cscaped conviet made them roar, and
they really could not help it; but they
realised tnat 1t was not quite g
manners to rush up to 8 master and
burst out laughing.

“ Kxeuse us, sir!” said Harry Whar-
ton. * We—we—we—-"

“Tho  excusefulness 1= terrifio
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honoured sahib!™ said Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh politely.

“Eh—what?" elaculated Mr. Gil-
mere. Hurree Singh's  wouderful
English was new lo lnm.

“Wa regret terrifically having rx-
cecded the limit of excellent and polite-
ful mannerfulness,” explained Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “*Ouar esteemod
and ridiculous legs have been pulled
by a [rabjous [athead!"

“Daear me!” said Mr. Gilmore. .

“May I ask if you've seen anyone in
the Cloisters, sir, while you've been
herc?" asked Wharton.

“No one. Why do you ask ¥ ]

“A fellow in oyr Form has an idea in
his head that an fscu]i;-:rd convict i3
hanging about the school,” said Harry,
trying to s ravely, but grinning
in spite of himselt. “He's just told vs
that the man was in the Cloisters now."

Mr. Gilmore stared for & moment, ond
then smiled.

INE MASHEY LIGHRRY:.
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through his big speciacles with a very
anxious look,

“I say, you fellows, did vou see lim %"
he exelaimed breathlessly, as the
Famous Five came 11.

“You fat chump, there was nobody in
the Cloisters, excepl Mr. Gilmore,”  said
Harry. “We asked him, and ho said
thers was nobody there. If you're nol
potty, you'vo been dreaming!”

“Turn round, Bunter!™ said
Cherry.

“Eh—what for?"”

“To bo kicked !

“&lew him round, vou fellows,” said
Bob. “You see, Bunter, we're fed-up
with escaped convicts. A kick or
tWD‘——"

“A kick in time saves nine!™ said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“1 say, you fellows—leggo, you :illy
owls, 1 telk you—-yaroooh !

Bal:

“Have you been deluding tliis foolish
boy with somwe absurd practical joke ™
exclaimed Mr, Quelch sternly. 1 re-
member that last night lie was [nghtoned
with some childish story of an cscaped
conviel,”

" Nunno!" stammered Harry Whar-
ton. ""Bunier really thinks there's an
escaped  conviet  hanging  about  the
school, sir.™

“ Nonscnse !

“There is, sir, really aud {ruly,”
stultered Bunler, ]

“An escaped convict—at Groyfriars ™
articulated Mr. Quelch. " Are you out
of your senscs, Bunter, to make such &
atatement 37

*I've seen him, sir. OF course, he ain's
dressed like a conviet now,” explained
Bunter. ** He's changed bis clothes, and
looks quite decent, sir.”

“Then how.do you imagine that he,
whoever hea mav be, is a convict at all*™
Jdemanded the Form master.

oo
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As a figure appeared in the doorway of &
the School House Bunter gave a yell.
* There he is—the conviei ! ** he shrieked.
““Help ! Keep him off ! T know he’s
come here to murder me ! ** And Bunter
dodged behind Mr. Quelch, almost up-
setting that dignified gentleman in his

Y e

haste, (See Chapter 13).

“T am afraid you have been tho
vietims of a practical joke,” he szald.
“] do not think there 15 anyone here;
and certainly I should not imagine that
un escaped conviet would be larking
about tho school.”

“0h, it's only DBuanter's sol, of
course,” zaid Harry. *He's got conviets
on the brain sinee he saw one in tho
kols. Pleaso excuse us, air!”

“Certainly,” =aid the SBecond Form
master, with a =mile.

"The Famous TFive hastily retreated
from the spot. They rather liked Mo
Wilmore, on his looks, and they were
somaowhat incensed at having appeared
lacking in good manners towards him,

*Let's go and kick Bunter,”™ said Dob
Cherry, “It's time he chucked this
rot about his giddy convict! I'm fed-up
with Conviet MNineleen '™

“Same here!” agreed Nugenk

“The samefulness is tervibe!™

The chums of the Remove walked back
to the House. Dilly Bunter was lurking
just inside the doorway, blinking out

“What is this:” ushked a voice like
very cold and sharp steel, snd the play-
ful juniors released William (eorgo
Bunter as Mr. Quelch appeared [rom no-
where like w»  gimlet-eved ghost, and
spoke.

“Yaroooh ! Yeou silly chumps——

Bunter !’

(O, is that yon, sir 7" gasped Bunter,
blinking at the Remove master, 5
digdn't sea you, sir. I thouglt il was
some other silly idiot——""

* What !"

“J—I—I mean—"

“Silenoe! This disturbanee in the
passages——"" hepan the Remove master,
with portentous severity.

L Tﬁoum gilly asseaz don't Lelieve about
the conviet, sir!” prasped Bantee. “F
say, sir, he ought to be caught, sir!
He's a dangerous character, and there’s
lifty pounds reward, siv”

“What does the boy mean?” asked
Mr. Quelch, staring at the Owl af the
Hemove, i i -

“The conviei, sir—

“What canvict?"

“No. 19, sir!” gusped Bunter.

4 |

“T know his face, sir.”

“You know a convice's face:” ex-
clatmed Mr. Quelch,

“ Yes, sir, just like voors-——"'

“Like mine?" almost shrieked the

Remove master.

“I—I mean, I know his face, just like
1 know yours, sir!” gasped Bunter. *1I
don't mean he looks like vou, sir. He's
quite good-looking, sir, 1f you come to
that."

“Oh,
Cherry,

The expression on Mr, Quelel’s face
was really extraordinary just then., He
did not legk like a conviet certainly, but
he looked a good deal like o Gorgon.

“¥ou incredibly stuprd boy ! he ex-
claimed at last. " If this is intended for
impertinence——""

“(0h, no, sir! I—I-— Why, there he
is!” welled Bunter suddenly, *“ Help!
FKeep him off} I know he's come here
to muarder ma! Yarooooh!™

Bunter dodged round behind Mr.
Queleh, almost upsetting that dignified
TaE MAGRET LiBRARY,—-No, 1,030,
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gentleman in his haste. Mo, Quelch
staggered and whirled round on Bunter,

Smack !

“Yaroooh ™

It was almost unknown for Henry
Samuel Quelch to box a fellow's ears
He was far too dignified for HJ.III:‘-iI. a pro-
ceeding. But thers were occasions when
even the Bemove master was human.
He gave Bunter a_reﬁﬂuudm‘i smack ;
and, secming to derive solace therefrom,
gave him another,

Smack

* ¥ oooooo-heooooooooop

“Now, vou young rascal " thundered
Mr. Qldﬂ'ic{'h

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !

Mr. Quelch grabbed
shoulder,

“You stupid boy, tcll me what you
mean, at once. You have stated that
you have recognised an escaped convick
within the precincts of the school. I
refuire to know what yvou mean. What
have you 1o say?™

“¥Yarooooh ™"

That, apparently, was what DBunter
had to say; bui it did not seem to satisiy
Mr. Quelch, IHis wrathful hand rose
ggain, and Harry Wharton spoke
hastily.

“ Bunter really saw an escaped convict
in the holidays, sir, and he thinks—"

“How can Bunter possibly have seen
anything of the kind?" snapped Mr.
Quﬁ?hgh- “What nonsense are you telling
me !’

Wharton hurriedly explained. Tha
Remove master listened impatiently ; but
he was enlightcned fo some extent. Bot
it was impossible for Wharton to explain
why Bunter fancied that hoe had seen
Convict No. 19 agmin, and within the
wallz of Greyfriars, That was 2 mystery
to the captain of the Remove.

“I undemstand, so far,” =aid Mr.
Quelch, “ Bunter, for what reason have
?m: stated that you bave seen this—this
ugitive from justice In the school ¥

“"He's here, =ir.” groaned Banter, mb-
bing his fat cars. “I've seen him six o
soven times, siv, walking about the
school. ™

“Cannot you understand, you obtose
young rascal, that no stranger could be
walking about the school unquestioned ¥*

“Ho's here, sicr! He passed while 1
was speaking to you & few minutes ago,”
gasped Bunter.

“Did you boys see anyone pass?”
asked the Remove master,

“Ounly Mr. Gilmere, sir.”

" Thiz must be looked into,”™ said Mr.
Quelch, fr:::wning. “It 15 impossible for
any stranger to be within the school pre-
cinets, of course. Bunter, come with me
and point out the person, if he cxists.”

“I=I'd rather not, sir. He—he may
have & revolver sir."

“Do not be absurd! Come at once.”

“Dh dear!”

Mr. Quelch marched the Owl of the
Bemove into the quadrangle. Harry
Wharton & Co. looked at one another in
wonder.

“If Bunter isu't off his rocker, what
on earth does it mean?” asked Frank
Nugent. **He's blind enuu?’h to mistake
anybody for anybody else, but I suppose
ha can't have tak

him by the

en & Form master
a convict, can he 7"

“Ha, ha! Hardly.”

“Off his rocker,” said Bob Cherrv.
“He was always nearly off, and now he's
quite off.”

“The quitcfulness i3 terrific."

From the doorway the Famous Five
watched Mr. Queleh und Bunter, so
long as they remained in sight. Mr.
Quelch obviously did not hefriem that
Bunter had seen Convict Wo. 19 walk-
ing about within the school walls: but
he was putting the matter to the test.
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They disappeared into the Cloisters, and
the Famous Five gave it up and went to
the Remove passage to tea.

Billy Bunter joined them there half
an hour later. He was looking dolorous.

“1I sav, you fellows, Quelchy doesn't
bolieve me,” he said.

“ (o hon"

“"He's given me a hundred lines.
Makes out that I was spinning a yarn,”
sald Bunter warmly.

“Weren't you?”

“Mo!™ roared Bunter. *I say, you
fallows, do you think 1'd better go to the
Head about 163"

“Not with a varn like that,” chuckled
Bob Cherry.  “ You'd Letter tell the
Head an easier one.”

“Ha, ha, ha I’

“It’s true!” howled Bunter.

“Then it's a fact that truth is stranger
than fiction—as usual. It’s not so steep.™

Bunter did not go to the Head.
Perhaps he thought that Dr. Locke
might be as tical as Mr. Quelch on
the subject. Perliaps he thought that the
spread on the table in Study No. 1 was
more attractive than an interview with
the Hend. At nll events, he drew & chair
to the table and helped himsalf, and the
cscapad conviet was diemissed from his

fat mind while he attended to more

important mattars,

—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Opinion of the Second !

&4 I'LL ask my major!” said Bammy
Bunter,

“Good "

For the first time in the history
of the SBecond Form at Greyfriars a
suggestion from Bunter minor was re-
e&ﬂ:‘ﬁ& with unanimous approval,

egg!” said Dicky Nuogent,

“A Remove man will be all right.”

“ Right as rain!" said Gatty.

“And it would have to be a silly
ass, or he wouldn't do it," remarked
Myers. “Bunter major is a silly ass,
just like Sammy.”

“ Look here——" hooted Sammy.

“But will Bunter major do it
asked another of the fags

A erowd of the SBecond Form were in
solemn conclave in their Form-room.
The term was three days old now, and
in three days the SBecond were maore
than fed-up with their new Form-
master, Mr, Eric Gilmore. They did
El;at mercly detest him. They loathed

1m.

More work had been done in the
HBecond im three davs than the Sceond
were accustomed to put in in three
weoks. Hnowledge on all sorts of sub-
jects was growing in the Sccond Form,
springing up like mushrooms in a night.
As Dicky Nugent had teld his major,
it was really ecasier to work than to
slack, with & beast like Gilmore: n
slacker had all the trouble of dodging
the acquisition of knowledge, with the
acquisition of the undesired knowledge
to follow.

Like the Israelitez in tho desert, who
looked back with longing to the flesh-
pots of Hegypt, the Becond Form looked
back to their easy days with Mr, Twigg.
The diffcrence between past and present
waos appalling,

Having agreed on all hands that they
wouldn't stand it, tho Second had to
realise that there was no cheice about
the matter; they had to stand it. But
they could, at least, toll the Beast what
they thought of him. Not exactly by
word of mouth—there was something
i Mr., Gilmore's eye that checked any-
thing of that sort. In class and at prep
the Hecond walked delicately. Ragging
in class was quite unknown now: so far

from attempting it, the fags did not
even think of it. Nevertheless, they had
determined to lot the Beast know what
his Form thought of him, and it was
Gatty who hng propounded the mas-
terly wheeze which was adopted.

(zatty had written, in large capital
letters, on a sheet of impot paper, the
crushing sentence:

WE ALL THINK YOU A BEEST!

This expressed the sentiments of the
Socond Form to a man. Even the spell-
ing was characteristic of Mr. Twigg's

Orm.

Capital letters gave no cluc to the
writer. The paper was carefully folded
and placed in an envelo This was
to be delivered to Mr. Gilmore in his
study.

It was at ihat point of the proceed-
inga that & difficulty arose.

obody wanted to ba the person who
deliverad the letter.

That 1t should be delivered, that it
had to be delivered, all the Second
agreed. It was exactly what Gilmore
wanted to opon his as to the
opinion of his Form. bo knew

hat the Second thought of him there
might be a possibility of amendment
on his part. At least there was satis-
faction 1o "“telli him off.” He
couldn't pick om Itlge fellow who had
written the letter, and he couldn’t very
well punish the whole Form on sus-
picion. It was a masterly move,
there was a great shyness in the 8
about tha delivery of the letter. Not
o man was willing o convey it to Mer.
Gilmore.

S0 Bammy Bunter's suggestion was
very welcome. There was still a ques-
tion as to whether Bunter major swould
do it. He was fool ennr\;ﬁhwthat was
admitted at once. Nevertheless—

“Look here, fotch your major here,
Sammy,” said Dicky NuFent. *Tall
him wc've got some tarts.”

“That'll fetch him 1" grinned Sammy.

And he departed 1o search of William
George of the Remove,

Ho returned within five minutes with
the fat and fatuous youth. ‘Fj'u-iu:]tauni:li;lr
the story of the tarts had “fetched ™
Billy Bunier.

The Owl of the Remove had rolled
into the Second Form-room with a
genial grin on his face. Mozt Remove
men would have disdained a feed with
the Second. Bunter disdained the
Second, but not the feed. He blinked
round inquiringly. Thera was no sign
of the tarts.

“Look here, Sammy told me—"
heﬂg&n Bunter warmly.

“That's all right,” =aid Nugent minor
hastily,

“Is it?"” grunted Bunter. Tt did not
soem to him all right, unlesz the tarts
were in evidence ]

“Myors is just going down to the
tuck shop,” explained Dicky Nugent.

“0Oh, all right! TI'll wait.”

Bunter sat down on a desk.

“There's a letter for Gilmore there,™
remarked Dicky Nugent in o carcless
eort of way.

Bunter blinked at the envelope lying
on a desk,

“What about it?7" ho asked.

“It's got to be taken to him,™

“Take it, then.”

“You ‘take it, old chap,” zaid Dicky,

“Rot ! replicd Buntaor.

“The fact 15, we never go to Gilmore's
study,” said Gatty. **We bar him, you
know, "

“YLeave 1t where it is, then,” said
Bunter,

Thoa fags cxchanged glances. Oh-
viously it would not do to tell Bunter
what was in the letter. Even Bunter
was not ass enough to deliver such a
letter if he knew what was inside it.
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“Well, you see, he cught to have it,”
said Gatty. “He—hem—might think
that onc of the chaps ought te have
taken it to hum. Look here, Bunter,
. u?!;’n]m it. He can't give you. lines,

“He wouldn't give wyoun lines for
taking him a letter,” said Bunter.

“He's such s beast, you know,” ex-
plained Gatty. “It's practically im-
possible to see him without getting lines
or something.”

“Only he can't line & Remove man,”™
said Myers.

“Look here, Billy, you take it, and
wa'll have the tarts ready when you
come back,” said Bammy,

-Billy Bunter blinked -at the faopgs. A
brightor youth than William George
Bunter might have suspected that there
was some trick in all this. But Bunter's
thoughts, naturally, ran on the tarts.
It was only a couple of minutes’ walk
to Mr. Gimore's study: not a very

great exertion, even for Bunter. He
rolled off the desk.
“Oh, oll right!"” bhe said. “I'm not

afreid of your blessed Form-master,
You fags are a funky lot.”

The S8econd Form did not hurl them-
selves on Bunter and slay him. 'The
delivery of that important letter, con-
veying to Mr. Gilmore the considered
opinion of tha Form, came frst,

“Well, go it, old chap,” said S8ammy.

Bunter picked up the letter and rolled
out of the Form-room.

The fags locked at one another
breathlessly,

“Tt's all right now!"™ breathed Gatty.
“It's worth two or three tarts, what?”

“Two!” said Nugent minor. I
don't sco wasting three.”

“What about one?'” asked Sammy.

“Well, we said tarts," zaid Dicky
Nugent. “ Make it two. Isay, though,
let's see that he really takes the letter.”

“¥Yes, rather! Come on!"

crowd fags stalked Bunter
stealthily along the possages. Almost
breathlessly they followed him till they
saw him arrive at the door of Mr.
Gilmore's study in Masters’ passage.
At the corner of that passage they
stapped, peering vound the cormer with
asping ntercst.  They saw Billy
dunter raise a fat hand and tap at the

O0T.

Apparently I waos bidden to enter,
for he opened the door and went in.

“"Now V' breathed Gatty,

“Now——  Why. what—what—what
the—" stuttored MNugent minor.

From the study of the Soeond Form
master there came o sudden wild yell
of terror. The next moment Billy
Bunter came tearing out as if the study
were on bre, velling as he came.

“Help! Help! alp!™

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Conviet !

i ELP ™
Bunter roared as he came
down the passage.

His fat face was terrified,
and the speed with which he negotiated
the passage was remarkable, considering
the weight he had to carry.

The letter was still elutched in his fat
hand.  Bunter had forgotten iy; evi-
dently he had not delivered it. He
canmo racing down Masters’ passage,
letting out a wild yell at every step.

" elfp! Help!™
The fags stared at him aghast. Thas
Eric Gilmore was a beast all the Second

knew only too well. But they had been
far from expecting him to have this
extraordinary effect upon a Remove
man.

FRICE
TWOPENGE.

HARD LINES ON

There's a £50 Reward
for the person who can
give 1nformation to the
police that will lead to
the apprehension of
Convict Nineteen, who
has escaped from prison,

Billy Bunter, of the
Remove, naturally, is
mighty keen to handle
that munificent sum;
what is more, Bunter 13
positive in his own mind
that the escaped gaol-
bird is at Greyfriars—
in disguise !

Poor old Billy 1s in an
awful flutter: no one
will believe his story,and
that £50 seems to be
f:!ding from hiz wvision
like a beautiful dream.

Every Magnetite will
thoroughly enjoy

“CONVICT
NINETEEN!"
by Frank Richards,
next  Saturday's top-
ping story of the Chums

of Greyfrars.

ORDER YOODR COPY OF
THE “MAGKET" TO-DAY,
BOYS &

BILLY BUNTER!

“What the thump—"" gasped Gatty.

* Look outi”

Crash !

Billy Bunter came round the corner
like an express train. There were yells
from the startled fags as he crashed
into them.

Right and left the fags werc sirewn,
under Bunter’s hefty charge.

“Oh, crumba ™

“Oh, scissors!"

“¥ou fat idiot—"

“Oh, my hat!”

“Help!™ roared Bunter. “It's bim!

He's there! Yarooooh! Help!™

Mr. Quelch's door opened, and the
Remove master fairly glared out mto
the passapge.

“What is thiz disturbance:” he thun-
dered.

1‘1_1&11.} '!.‘1

“Bunter!” shricked Alr. Q}:elcli.
“Yow-ow'! It's him! Help!™
“Buanter! Stop!"

Bilty Bunter did not stop. Even his
Form-master's terrifying voice had no

cffect on him. He rushed on and
vanished from Mr, Queleli’s amazed
sight.

h‘Yﬂu

ﬁuuug ass !” roared "'k"i?illﬁ,fate of
the Sixth, as the Owl of the Remove
bumped into him.

Bunter did not heed.
prefects were nothing to him now.
rushed on to the stairs, and bolted wup,
taking them two at a time. Wingate
starod after him blankly.

“1 sav, vou fellows, help!” wvelled
Bunter, as he bolted into the Remove
passage.

“Hallo, halle, hallo ™

“What's the rowi*

“Help! roarcd Bunter, staggering
breathlessly against the wall “(Oh,
dear! T've seon him! Ii's him! EKeep
him off! Help!”

Mlastors and

Heo'

“You silly ass!" roared Harry Whas-

ton, "Iz it your giddy convict again?”'

“"Ow! Yesl Help!”

“You pott du#ar!“ hooted Bob
Cherzy. “YWher¢ bhave you seen him
now ™

“In a stndy—oh, dear!— a masler's
stud Oh, erumbe!l Sitting there,

like—like anything; and I went in, snd
—and—and saw himm—ow "

“You saw the conviet in a master's
stuady ¥ howled Peter Tedd

“Oh, dear! Yes! I—I believe he's
after me!™ lhowhd Bunter. *“I can
bear him coming wp the stairs nowl
Keep bim off ! Yarcooh ™

Punter dived into Study No. 7.

;Ym silly chump [ yelled Redwing.
“Ti's y

“ Bunter—it's Mr. Queleh!” shouted
Wharton.

But Billy Bunter was past reasoning
with. He slammed the door of his study
and turned the key in the lock. Belind
the locked door he gasped with relief.

Mr. Quelch rustled inte the Reomove
passage. Thoe expression on his face
almost seared the Removites.

“Where 13 Bunter?” demanded My,
Quelch, in & deep, rumbling voice,
“Ho has nrmtﬁ? a disturbance in
Masters' passapo!. YWherse i3 he "

“I-~1 think he went ioto his study,
sir " stammered Squiff.

Rap! rap! rap!

Ar. Quelch turned the handle of No.
7, and finding the door locked, rapped
and rapped again, furiously.

“Yaroch! Keep off!” velled Bunter.
“I say, you lellows, keep that beast off.
(Go awav, you villain !

“PBunter!" shricked Mr. Quelch.

“(3o awav!” welled Bunter. ““Send
for the police!” Oh dear! Help! 1
won't be murdered! Yaroooh!™

“The boy must be out of his senses”

Tre Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,038,
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gasped Mr. Quelch, “Bunter! It is I
your Form-master " .

“0Oh!® Bunter recognised the voice af
last. “Is that old Quelch? I—I mean,

fs that Mr. Quelch! Kecep him off1”

“There i5 no one here. Bunter—only
myself and your Form-fellows——" Mr,
Quelch, in spita of his wrath, spoke
soothingly. e really feared that the
fat junior had taken leave of his scnses,

“{an't. that convict there?” gasped
Bunter,

“No, no! Open the door, Bunier!
Calm yourself, and open the door.”

Billy Bunter reluctantly unlocked the
door. He ?eered_ dut into the passage,
and was relieved to see only his Form-
inaster and the amazed
Removites. i

“Now, Bunter, calm wvourself,” said
Mr. Queleh. “7Tell me what has fright-
ened you!"

*That convict, sir !” gasped Bunter.

“This seems to be an obsession with
the unhappy boy,” said Mr. Quelch. His
keen eyes could see that Bunfer was
fairly quivering with terror. “Calm
vourself, Bunter. You aro safe! Now
explain to me why you fancied that you
had seen that convict here.”

“He's hora, sir—"

“Whore!”

“In old Twigg's study—"

“What "

“Mr. Twigg's study, sic!” groaned
Bunter. *The Second Form-master's
study, sir. I went there and saw him—
saw him as plaiu as [ see you, sir—"

“Calm yourself, Bunter! You must
surely be able to realise that what you
state 1s impossible ™

1T szaw him, sir!” gasped Bunter,
*“He was thore, sir, sitting st the table,
with & pen in his hand, sir, when I
went in."”

“This iz most extraordinary,’” said
AMr. Quelch. *This boy must be suffer-

crowd of

ing from delusions.  Come with me,
Bunter. 1 will take vou to Mr, Gil-
more's study and demonstrate that you
are in crror. Come.”

“He—he may
sir—"" ;

“(Jome, come! You surely realise that
you are safe in your Yorm-master's
presence,” said Mr, Quelch. “I fear

have a zevolver,

that this i3 a matter for a dootor; buf -

at all cvents, T will do my best to
reassure you, Bunter. Come with me.
“I—I'd rather not, sir——"
" Come [

Mr. Quelch's hand dropped on DBun-
ter’s shoulder, and the fat-jumor was
led away down the Remove passage.
Mearly every man in the Bemove fol-
lowed. Bunter's extraordinary delusion
that an escaped conviet was walking
ahout Greyfriars had become a standing
joke in the Form: but the juniors
realiced that the matter was getting
serious, Either there was some man in
the school whom Bunter took to be
Convict INo. 19, or else the fat junior
was qualifying for Colney Hatech,

Down the Hemove staircase went Alr.

Quelch with the Owl of the Remowe,
and after them went a crowd of juniors.
Other fellows joined them on the way
along the passages; the alarm had
spread far and wide. Bhell fellows and

ourth, Third and Second, Bixth-dorm
men and Filth, mingled with the crowd
of Bemovites, and it was quite an army
that marched along Masters' passage
to the door of Mr. Gilmore's study.

That door was closed; and Mr.
Queleh tapped on it. :

“Come in I’ called out & cheery voice,

Me. Quelch opened the door.

Bunter hung back, gaspin?:.

“I—1 won't go in!¥ he howled, “Ha's
there *

“1 will enter . first, Bunter,”
Mr. Queleh.

gald

He strode into the stady: Mr, Gilmore
rose from the table, where- he had
been at work correcting exercises for
the Second, with & slightly surprised
expression on his face. He had heard

-the -exchange of words al-his deoor.

#Is anything the matter, Mr. Queleh
the young master asked.

, An extraordinary delusion of a boy
in my Form, Mr. Gilmore,” said Mr.
Quakﬁ‘:. “Thiz boy, Bunter, encoun-
tered an escaped conviet in the Christ-
imas holidays, and is obsessed with a
belief that the man is now within the
precincts of the school. I regret very
much distirbing you, but in the circum-
stances you will exeuse .me.”

“Certainily, sir,” said Mr. Gilmore,
wonderingly.

“Thera is, of course, no one but your-
self in the study, Mr. Gilmore?®"

“No one, Mr. Quelch.”

“Bunter! Come into the room,” said
the Bemove master. “ Yon will see with
your own eyves that there is no ona here
but Mr. Gilmore.”

* Perhaps—perhaps he's under the
table, sir,” gasped Bunter.

“MNonsense! Come in, immediately.”

“I—=I—I—" stammered the Owl of
the Remove.

“8hall I help him in, sirf"” asked Bob

herey,
~ “Certainly, Cherry.”

Bob gave the Owl of the Remove a
hefty shove. It was really more he
than Bunter needed. He went head-
long into the study, and landed there
on his fat hands and knees, with a howl.
There was s chuckle from the crowd in
th& passa e,

“Get np, Bunter!” said Mr, Queleh,
frowning.
“ 0wt
haﬁ-—"‘—”

(Continued on next wege.)

Wow!  That heast Cherry

you the opening chapters of our

naw serial story, “The Bulldeg

Breed !" hy George E. Rochester,
It's my firm opinion that this new story
will make fresh history for the MagxeT,
for it'a one of the best yarns I have ever
hiad the pleasure of rcading, ‘There's
that realistic touch about it, and fresh-
ness of atmosphere, that speaks
oloquently of t.Ea master pen, This is
the first story dealing with the late War
that has ever appeared in our pages,
but, honestly, I think it 13 all the better

TI-IIE week you fellows have before

for having been kept until 1923, Now I
am anzious to hear your views on the
subject. Not that I fear adverse

criticism ; there won't be any with " The
Bulldog Breed!” If yvou lke the opon-
ing chapters you can bet your sweet life
that you'll go crazy about the rest of the
arn, for it ?’l‘!hﬂ'!‘ﬁ force and  fresh
nterast throughout,

PASS THE GOOD NEWS ON.

You Magnetites are never slow to re-

commend your favourite paper, That
much is evident from the scores of letters
I receive every week from new readers,
Well, make it an extra-special recruiting
weak. WNow is the time to copvince a
non-reader that he's missing the best
hovs’ story paper in existence, There's
Mr. Frank Richards riqht bang at the
top of his form; there's young Dicky
MNugent beating his own record, and
now the new serial. “Jove! It's a real
pleasure to be associated with the
MacKET," says a new reader 1n his letter
to me to-day. And he is associated;
vou'rd all assoeiated. You are all out
to keep the MacweT al the top of the
tree, gp_.]andidl This year of nineteen
twenty-eight is going to be e record one,
take 1t from me. And let me whisper
it: I've some stunning wheezes and sur-

ises in store for yvou all. Are we all
appy?  Bet your sweet life.  Then
here's to nineteen twenty-cight !

WHY DON'T THEY IMPROVE?

A loyal reader, who lives in France,
by the way, fecls rather perplexed that
Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh, or Inky,
should still speak such peculiar
“English.” And my correspondent
thinks it high time that Vernon-Sinith's
suspielous nature took s change for the
better. Wait 2 moment. IHe also thinks
that William George Bunter has com-
mitted so many petty follies that he
would have been expelled from any other
school but Greyiriars. In other words,
this correspondent wants everybody
changed. into an 1deal specimen of boy-
hood. That's a splendid idea in its
way, but where would the Maaxer be
without William George, the fatuous
Roemovite? Where would it be without
Inky as we now eec him, and Vernon-
dmth? And, most 1mportant of all,
where would my correspondent bo i
these characters became entirely
different. Would le derive much enjoy-
ment from reading the Macoxer?
doubt it!  After all, there’s nothing
really serious in Inky's humorous render-
ing of the English language. There's
nothing too terrible in Vernon-Smith’s
suspictous nature. We all have our
faults, and S8mithy, afier all, has l:caps

of splendid points about him.  And
Bunter! Well, Bunter's a joke. He
must not be taken foo seriously. But

he's funny, isn't bet My hat, there
wounld be a storm in MaexeET circles if
Bunter got the bullet [rom Greyiriars
for good. Don't you chaps agree?
; YOUR EDITOR.
Tue Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 1,039,
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Billy Bunier staggered back as his gaze [ell upon the amazed ﬁm& of Eric Gi'more. “*That's him 1" he gisped.

** He's the convict—~Conviet 19, that I saw in the wood-cutter’s hut ! *

"Get up at oncel”

Billy Bunter picked himself up. He
blinked wuneastly vound the study
through his big spectacles. Then, as

his glance fell on the handsome face of
Eric Gilmore, he pave a yell and mado
a jump for the door.

ﬁut the doorway was blocked now,
Fellows erowded the doorway and thko
pussage beyond, and there was no room
for & fly to pass.

“VYarcooh! Lemme out!” yelled
Bunter. *"He's here! It's the convict!
IIc's got a revalver! Help!™

“Bunter I thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Yow-aow! Help!

Mr. Queclch grasped the fat junior's
shoulder and forcibly spun him back
into the study.

“Bunter! Cannot vou sea that Lthere
iz no one here but Mr. Gilmore? Or
are vou absolutely out of your senses®”

“It's him!" shrieked Bunter.

“Him! Who?" gasped Mr. Quelch.

Bunter, squirming behind the Removo
master’'s angular form, pomnted a fab
forefingor at the amazed face of Eris
Gilmore.

“That's him!" he gasped.

“Mr. Gilnore! That is Mr. Gilmore.™

“1 don't care!” howled Dunter. *'1I
don't care what he calls himself! He's
the convict !

“ Bunter 1

“Hea's the conviet—Convict 19—that 1
saw in the woodcutter's hut, that stole
my overcoat!” wyelled Bunter. "It's
him! I'd know him anywhere! Thal's
the conviet! Helpt

“Is that extraordinary boy . slloding
to me, Mr. Quelch?’ exclaimed Eric
Gilmore in a gasping vaoice,

“Apparenily he 13"
rstounded Remove master.

eaid tha
It would

appear thalt he secs some resemblatice
between you and the conviet he un-
fortunately encountered in the holidays.
No doubt his short sight is the cause;
the foolish boy's sight 18 very defective.
He s also very obtuse—the stupidest
boy in my Form!"

“1 should imagine so!™ said Mr. Gil-
morae dryly.

“Bunter " The Remove master was

erimson now with mortification. “You
stupid boy, listen to me! This gentle-
man 15 Mr. Gilmore;, the new master of
the Second Form—well known io your
headinaster—whao has come to Greylriars
with the very best recommendations,
and is widely known and respected.
o see some real or faneied  resem-
ir!;lm"u between lim and the—the fugi-
tive you saw in ithe holidays, it is merely
2 mistaken imgmssiﬂn ot your part. Do
vou nnderstand me?"

“1t's the convict, sir!"

“Goodnoess gmcinus! Do vou dare to
repeat that ridiculous statement?” cox-
¢laimed the exasperated Mr. Queich,
“T tell you this gentleman 15 well known
to the Head !

“The Head can’t know that lLe's a
convict, sir!” gasped DBunter.

“He is nothing of the kind, you in-

credibly. stupid boy ! thunderced ihe
Romove master. ) ]
“Oh, wes, sir—Convict 19, sir!

There's a reward of ffty pounds for
him, sir! Hadn't you better telephone
for the police, sir, before he gets away ¥
gasped Bunter.

The Remove master breathed hard
and deep.

“Mr. Gilmore, I can only apologico
for this conduct-of & boy in my Form,"
ha said. I need not assure you tlat
he will be adequately punished for his

{See Chapter 15.)
absurdity and 1nsolence. Come with me,
Bunter I
“1—1 say. sit——"
*+ Bilence !

Bunter was led away, Mr. Gilmore,
with a very flushed face, closed his door
on the crowd in the passage.

The erowd broke up, discussing the
amazing allair in breathless cxcitenent.
From ﬁir. CGueleh’s study came sounds
of woe. Tha Hemove master, deeply
incensed by what he could only regard
as obstinate insolence on the part of the
fat junior, did not spare ‘the rod.

hen ﬁii]j Bunter limped back to
the Remove passage it was obvious that
ke had been through it scverely. The
caning had not, perhaps, convinzed
William George Bunter that Mr. Gil-
mere, the maszter of the Secound Forn,
was not Convict 19, the fagitive from
Blackmoor Prison. But it had, at least,
convinced him that the less he snid
nbout the matter tho better.

Bunter was, indeed, beginning to
wonder whother he bad, after oll, made
o tmistake. .

Was the man who called himaclf Eric
Gilmeore, at Greyiriars, really tho
hunted, convict he :ima& seen lurking in
the woodcutter’s hut near Wharton
Lodge? Was the new master of the
Yeeond Form in reality Convict 189, the
dosperate  fugitive frem Blackmoer,
known to be still at large?

Only the future could tell.

THE- END.

{¥ow loak out for the topping séguel
to fthis warn, entitled: “CONVICY
NINETEEN!" which will appear £
next week's MAGNET, FYou'fl enjoy every
line of 41, efiums.)



SOMETRING NEW IN WAR STORIES ! BEGIN THIS WONDERFUL YARN TO-DAY!

The sky is bluck reith bursting shellis ; shrapnel whizzres on all sides of the British plane and ifs gallant pilot. The
anti-aircraft batteries suddenly cease and, out of the clouds, like unleashed demons of the sky, speed four of the

l!:tnm:'l Fokker plancs, their guns belching fire and death fo the infrepid airmon who has daved so far over the German
ne

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Somewhers in France !

HE sun was setting in & blaze of golden glory and far aeross the parched and withered
g:mm of Xaffavilliers Acrodrome stretehed the dark shadows of the seattored canvas
angars of the 97th Bombing Sguadron.
From five kilometres eastward, borne on the gentle evoning breezo, camo {he
eternal rumbling- thunder of hoavy gunfire. )

“ Jerry's putting up-a strafe to.night ! ** said the adjuisnt. pausing, pen in hand, and
inclining his head in & listening attitude.

The gunnery officer, lounging in the doorway of the small flight office, nodded. He way
scanning the osstern sky with eyes which wers vaguaI{ troubled, _ _

* T wish the squadron was back ! he growled:  * What the ickens has sent them to
Lrier ! 7

The adjutant laid down his pon and lit a cigarette.

“ It appears,” ho replied, thoughtfully watching & wisp of smoke curling lazily upwands,
* that the Boche is concentrating troops at Trier I' Ninety-nine squadron and one hundrod
and four squadron went over and dropped a pile of bomba on the railway junction this
morning ! "

& G-::Ed raid ! "' grunted the gunnery officer.

“Oh, very ! They foll in with s crowd of Fokkers and kept up & running fight as fare
ag the first anti-aireralt barrage ! We lost six machines, but the Boche lost nearly twice
as many ! "'

* Well, our boys will have given the blighters a dusting, if they've fallen in with them ! ™
said the gunmery officer. * But they should have bedn : before now ! "

He broke off, peoring upwards. Above the rumble of the distant guns thero had come (o
his proctised ear a faint drone. High in' the sky were five tiny ﬂ;laﬂclm fAying westwards
towards the sunsot. As he watehed, s white Verey light floated downwards from tho
leading machine. ) _

“ How many machines went on the raid ! " he asked gruffly, turning te the adjutant.
“Ton, wasn't it 1

44 YE‘S. tUI'I. ! 15 ; ]

* Then only five have come back ! Half—half of "em's missing 1.7 1

The adjutant joined him outside the hut and they waited in silence whill tl+a five D.F.4'g
dropped earthwards in wide spirals and, landing on the atredrome, taxied in toward the
hengars. Then, together, they walked towards the machines. ;

Pilots anil observers were clambering atiffly from the cockpits, and mechanics were already
beginning to overhaul engines, flying-wires, and controls. .

A youth—he waa little more than & boy—moved away from the machine
which had landed first end came tow the adjutent. His unbuttoned
fiying-coat afforded a glimpse of pilot’s wings and
tho ribbon of the Military Cross on the left
breast of his tunic, .

“ Back then, Milvain t 7 grected the adjutent
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“What was 1t” cut in the gunnery
officer. *Fokkers or anti-aireralt?”

“Both)”? veplied Captain Eric Mil-
vain, “We met twenty Follkers south
of Saarbrucken, messing about at fifteen
thousand feet. There wasn’t a dud
pilot among ‘em! Howard, Johnson,
and Moncrieff were shot down before
we reached the first barrage. The
Fokkers sheered off then. We lost
Stuart right over Trier. An archie
battery got o bullseye on him, We got
rid of our bombs on the railway, and
when we cmerged from the final bar-
rage we ran into the Fokkers again.
The blighters were waiting for us. We
fought & running fHight as far as the
line. Gibson went down in flames, poor
davil !

“Mear the line, the TFokkers dived
under cover of their own guns, Well,
I'd better be pushing along. I've got

my report to write oeut”

‘Wait & minute! growled the gun-
nery officer. " How many of the Huns
did we get?”

“ Somewhere it ihe neighbourhood
of fiftecen,” replied Erie. “We've got

tnuﬂhmk those figures, but that's about
it.
He moved off, 2 hint of weariness in

his gait. The adjutant watched him
go, an appraising look in his grave,
gay eycs.

“ About the best pilot we've got!” he
murmured.

“Oh, absolutel agrood Guns.

“And onc of the best of fellows!”

“T'm with you entirely!”

The adjutant sighed.

“¥et it'll be his turn some doy, old
man,” he said. " You can't always
kﬂﬂa coming back from over there.”

e jerked a hand vaguely towards
the cast.

[

Into the Dawn !

WO hours later Captain Eric
Milvain turned in.  Scarcely
had his head touched the pillow
of his caomp bed than he was

sound aslecep.

It seemed but minutes later when ho
swoke with a start. The {irst grey
hght of the coming dawn was creep-
ing in through the window of his hut.
Standing by the bed, prodding him
gently, was the adjutant.

“Btop it, fathcad!" protested Erie.
“Btop it, snd run away!”

He turned over a.mg thumped the
pillow with his head.

“"Got up!” remarked the adjubant.

“You're a confounded nuizance!
What do you want?"
“ Personelly, nothing. Tha C.0O.

wants you.”
Eric groancd; then, throwing back
the blankets, swung his feet to the

DO
"Can I go in my pyjamas?” he
inquired.

“MNo, vou jolly well can™! It's &
stunt. The mechanics are already got-
ting your bus out on to thoe larmac.”

“0h!"  Fric proceeded to divest
himself of his pyjaomus and secramblo
mto his clothes, ™I hope,” he went on
lugubricusly, “thut  you're  not
responsible for this. I moan, I haven’t
forgotten how you onece proposcd that
I :zhould beetle off and do some
artillery observations at five hundred
feet above the Boche guns. It's men
1:]EE you who make this war what it
is

The adjutant grinned.

“"¥You made a lile-long friend of that
French  battery commander,” Le
replied. *“After you'd given him his
range, end he'd blown Jerry's now gun

amplacements sky-high, dida't he como
along here and wring your hands and
kisa you on both cheeksi”

“Yes, ha did"™ rcrl':nlied Eric. “ And
that's just why I don’t like you. Dash
it, that was the most ghastly thing
which has ever huppelmcf; to me in
France!”

“¥es, I suppose it was pretty foul,”
admitted the adjutant. “Never mind,
vou've gol a nice little joy ride in front
of you this morning [V

“Jh, where to?”

“ Trier I*

_ Eric paused in the act of struggling
into his tunie.

“But, dash it, I've just ecome back
from there!” he protested.  “Prae
tically came hdme with the milk!"”

“Well, you're going back. The
ninety-first” squadron—they're Handley-
Page night-bombers, you know—werd
over there in the small hours, and
you've gﬂt to photograph the damage.
The C.Q. will give you full particulasrs,
I bolieve four machines went over, and
each of 'om dropped sixteen 112 lb.
bombs. 1 should say, at a guess, that

IR RS AANAEE S SRR A RN R EEERE

EXTRACY FROM THE ACTUAL
REPORT OF GENERAL VON TULZ,
THE COMMARDANTE OF THE
PRISONERS OF WAR CAMP AT
PILLAD - BEI - KAMPSTIGALL, AND
DATED NOVEMBER 7th, 1916.

e o o with reference to lhe
escape, yesterday, of the three
English prisoncrs of war, 1
rveiterole that the guaerds ond
personnel of the comp are ahova
suspicion. They, like mpself,
are¢ eormmpletely sngpalified and
can throwe no light on the means
by wehich ihe fhoece mon woere
litcrally spivited out of the
campl! A thorough search,
vigorous guesfioning, and the
fullest investigation, have
afforded not the slightest clue
as to how, and at what hovr,
the escaped prisonera left the
camp.

“ I o templed to ash myself
if the escape can have been
organised ond carried out by
prizoners in the camp who are
in cormmunication with {railors
fo the Fatkeriond outside (ke
baviied weive, But a moment’s
veflection  proves  the wulter
absurdity of suck o theory . «

Trier must bo
licalthy spots
now !"

“The only thing I've got agninst
these night-bombing merchants,” com-
meantod Erig, “is that they drop their
pills in the dark, and some blighter's
got to tootle off at dawn and return
with a camera full of plates to indi-
cate the damage. Well, I'm ready.
Come on!”

Eric's interview with the grizele.
‘haired commanding officer was brief.
It was as the adjutant had said. The
ninety-first squadron from QOuchy had
bomnbed Trier, and acrial photographs
wore roquired.

“Get off as soon as you can™ said
itha C.(, "Geod-bye, boy, and good
Iuelk 1™

Eric saluted smartly and withdrow,
He popped into tho mess, to grab a
couple of sandwiches and & ecup of
stcaming coffee. Carstairs was there,
big and beefy, his helmet and goggles
in one hand and a cup of coffee in the
other. Ie was FEric's observer, and a
man of few words
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“Morning " he grunted.

“SBame to you, ald man|”

A minute later they quitted the nies:
and walked briskly towards the
hangars. The doors of one stood open,
and outside it was Eric's D.H. 4
machine, the engine running on o sub-
dued unote, and the propeller ticking
over,

“ I3 she all rightt” he asked the scr
geant mechanie,

“Yes, sir.”

“Giving her revelutions ("

“Yes, sir. 8he's fine!”
 Eric nodded, and swung himself up-
mto  the forward cockpit. Whilat
Carstairs busied himself with the largoe
boxlike camera which was fitted in tﬁn
floor of the rear cockpit, Erie ran the
engine up.  ‘Then, throttling down, he
turned to Carstairs.

“Ready ! he shouted, to make him-
sclf heard above the engine,

Carstairs jorked his head in asseut,
and commenced to fit an smmunition
drum on the Lewis gun. Erie opencd
the throttle, and the roar of the engine
deepenced into & pulsating note.  Ile

adjusted his goggles and gripped the
control stick witﬁ a gloved nﬁﬂ? Then
| hand shot up, and the wait-
g mechanic whipped away the chocks
from in front of the tyred wheels of
the undﬂr—um:lT&

: umbered out to the
middle of the serodrome, thon swung
mbo wind. Eric's hand closed on i
throttle, and the engine roared thun-
machine shot forward, and, as Eric
pulled steadily on the control, it rosu
into the air in a long upward glide.

RIC climbed steadily, aund, at
twelve thousand feet, swung the
D.H. 4 towsrds the line. The

bank high, and he judged that visi-
bility would be tolerably good up to
fifteen thounsand feet.

French headquarters; and to the north
the strongly guarded and prohibited
arca of Nanoy, over which even Allied
. Three kite balloons were lazily ascend-
ing as the D.H. 4 passed over the
iranchea at thirteen. thoussnd feet.
columns, snake-like from that altitude,
mioving slowly towards & twisting line
fringed by rviven and ghell-ploughed
irrogular puffs of smoke, Loken of heavy
hatteries 1n action. His eye was caught
by three tiny smudges of grey creepin
what had once been an}ilinf meadow
laud. Tanks, thoss, moving forward to
position,

over the enemy lines. Far below him
wheeled two British R.E. 8' mrr;-inr
out artillery obaservations for the British
floated puffa of smoke like little balls of
cotton-wool, and Eriec knew that the
ranging of the batteries was being
Gorman anti-sireralt guns.

These, too, dropped behind, and, still
climbing, he kept steadily on towards
great activity below. Grey, winding
columns of marching men, locking liko
80 many ants, wers moving forward
Here and there were slow-moving
lorries and heavy, tractor-drawn guns.
Well, all that would ba duly reported

his other
The machine
deringly. With incressing impetus, the
Shrapnel
E
morning was grey, but the cloud-
To the south lay Rambervilliers, the
machines wers {orbidden to fly.
Peering downwards, Eric saw winding
ground. Here and there floated
over the stark and barren remnants o
They passed from view, and he was
and French batteries. Arcund them
carricd out under heavy fire from the
the east-north-sast. He noted signs of
along the thin ribbons of roadways.
Tue MaoNeT Lisnary.—No. 1,039,
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by the observation machines. Eric's job
lay farther on, at Trier, where German
iroops were being concentrated prepara-
tory to throwing them inte thoe line,

He crouched farther down in his seat
and his eyes scanned the sky ahead, for
he was by now well ovér heostile country.
In the rear cockpit Cprstairs lounged
againet the gun-sounting, his steady
cyes alert and watchful: Southwards
ley the wooded slopes of the Vosges
mountains, swathed in the mists of early
morning.

A wisp of wraith-like cloud drifted
past the lower plane., Then dense,
switling clouds ocnvelo the machine,
and Carstairs relaxed, for they were now
in the cloud belt. On and on thrnuih
that grey, impenatrable mist roared the
DNH. 4. The engine was thundering in
perfcot, Fulsnﬁng rhythm, and the alti-
meter 1ndicator was fickering at
eighteen thousand fect: But thre eold
was intense, and scemed to strike
through to the very bones. Then, with-
ot warning, the machine ran out of tha
-:l:quds info blue sky and brilliant sun-
shine,

Fric's eves became grim, and he
scanned the sky ahead and around him
in search of enemy machines. Car-
stairs strai htﬂn&ddup with ni. jErI-:, and,
grasping the spade-grip o s gun,
eested the efliciency ufp the well-oiled
mounting.

Twenty minutes more and they would
be over Irier, Without warning, a pult
of white smoke sprang into being two
hundred feet or more from the left
plane. Then another and another.

“Shrapnel " grunted Carstairs. -

Above the roar of the engine sounded
a sharp, whip-like ¢rack, and, simultane
ously with bursting smoke, something
whined past Carstairs’ head., It was a
pigce of flying shrapnel,

] Pl‘lEW !Jl

The beely observer conjured up a grin.
Eric's hand was on the throttle, and
thf propeller waas thrashing the air at
full revolutions. Then be shoved for-
ward the control and went sarthwards
in & long, tearing dive. At sixteen
thousaud feet he pulled on the control
and HfAattened out, One anti-aireraft
battery was passed.

Ahead, stratching Ear across the sky,
more pufls of smoke sprang into being,
A wveritablo curtain of fire, this: the
first¢ of the barrages guarding Trier,
Again Eric's hand tightened on the
throttle, and his [eet moved tentatively
on the rudder control, The barrage was
very near now. He whipped forward
the control and kicked on the rudder-

"1-

The D.H. 4 went downwards with a
sickening swoop. Around it burst the
shrapnael from the German guns. Erie

ﬁiu_lmt_I to the right. A fying-wire was

ing outwards in the slip-stream of
the racing propeller, cut by a piece of
fiving metal. But the machinae was
through and rosring on towards Trier,
which by now lay but a few miles
ahead.

Eric turned his head and, as Carstairs
teanad forward, shouted :

“I'm going down now—shall fHatten
ot at ten thousand feet!"

Carstairs nodded, auwd, crouching
down in_his cockpit, dommenced to
fumble with the aerial camera. Like a
silver streak the DLH. & roared earth-
wards in » tearing nose-dive. All
around it burst the vicious shrapnel of
the German batterigs below.

Once the machine jarred and swung to
the left. Eric had it under control

-slid from wiew, his

again in a moment, but there was a
gaﬁing rent in the left lower plane.

t ten thousand feet he flattened out
over Trier. Peering downwards, he
sighted the railway station, its glass
roofs ghnting in the ‘morning sun.
Pressing on’ the rudder, he pushed the
control diagonally forward and banked
towards it. :

Carstairs should be ready now. FErie
cast & quick glance over his shoulder.
Therr he turned quickly in his seab
again. His eyes were grini, and his lips
drawn 4nto & thin line. For Carstairs
was lying sprawléd across the gun-
mounting, his helmct torn and soaked

with blood.

E sky above him., Four Fokkers
were roaring down on him, their

synchronizsed guna’afBame,

The anti-aircraft guns wero stilled, for
there was danger of hitting their own
machines. Opeming the throttle Lo its
fullest extent, Eric dived, therl,'ﬁulliug
ihard on the control, he I}rnug t tho
IDNH. 4 up in a zoom. Flattening out,
he banked, and as he did so the leading
Fokker tore past him, the gunner 1 its
rear cockpit pumping bullets from a
Krupp's gun.

Erio kicked hard on the rudder and
shoved forward the control. With a jar
which severely tested the well-set struts,
the D.H. 4 banked wildly and went roar-
ing e¢arthwards in the wake of the
Fokker.

Eric's hand clospd on the trigger of
his synchronised Vicker's gun. Above
the thunder of s engine he heard the
vicious raot-tattat as the ammunition
belt whirred inte action. Blood-red
flame.licked back from the gun-muzzle.

In the rear cockpit of the Fokker the
German guoner slumped forward and
i un swinging wildly
%ric grinned mirth-

Over Trier !

RIC banked, and as he did so
something gleamed silver in the

on_ its mounting,

lessly. He knew his every bullet was
whanging inte the vitals of that
machine. He couid see the head and

shoulders of the pilot as the
c¢rouched forward in his seat,

A jet of flame leapt to life in the
farward cockpit of the Fokker. At ihe
gpame instant Eric vanked hard on the
control-stick of hiz maechine and re-
lenzed the pressure on the trigger of
the gun. o ID.H, 4 zoomed upwards,
hung for am instant, then, as Eric
whipped, the control-stick sideways and
kicked on full rudder, it rolled on-to
an even keel.

Eric had a glimpse of the Fokker
Elggﬁing earthwards, enveloped in

lood-red. flame and clouds of black,
eddying smoke. ‘Then the remeining
three were on him. . :

Turning, diving, twiating, Eric
fought grimly to avoid the. sireams of
bullets which were coming at him from
forward and rear cockpits of the
Fokkers, One machine dived and
zoomed up beneath him. A burst of
bullets from its synchronised gun tore
through the floor of his cockpit. He
dived, kicking on rudder, and again his
synchronised gun roared into life.

It raked that Fokker from cngine
cowling to rear gun-mountipg, The
pilot swayed forward over his controls,
the noise of the engine died suddenly
away, and the machire spun earth-
wards !

That was iwo accounted for. But
ona of the remaining Fokkerz had

man
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manmuvred fill it was above the tail
of the D.H. 4. Ah, for Carstairs, then,
to have warded off that attack from
tha rear, The Fokker dived, its synchro-
nised gun ablaze. Bomething scared
Eric's head like a red-hot iron.  The
dashboard in front of him was riven as
though by an invisible axe. Instinet-
ively he shoved the controlz into
neutral, fighting to ward off the deathly
waves of sickness and nausea whic

threatened fo engulf hin.

The D.H, 4 went into a spin, and
the two Fokkers closed in on it to
finish off the lone Englishman., But the
rush of air served to drive the mists
from Eric's brain. At five thousand
feet he gripped the control-stick, jerked
open the throttle, and, kicking on the
rudder, wheeled on the nearest Fokker.

The pilot, cbyviously taken completely
by surprise, banked wildly. The black
Iron Crosses painted on the bottom of
his lower plane showed wividly. The
gunncor in the rear cockpit was firing
with a wildoess which bordered almnost
on panic.

But Eric kopt straight on, so straight
{hat it seemed as though he must
orash into that ill-fated Fokker. His
hand was pressed tightly on the trigger
of the Vicker's gun, and he knew the
range was too short to allow of & miss.

The Fokker pilot pulled hard on his
control-stick. Ilis face was grey aml
ashen, his lips drawn back in a snarl
The nozo of the Fokker rose. For n
second its racing propeller thrashed the
air, then, as tha pilot collapsed in his
seat, the nose dropped and the machine
hurtled earthwards, with enging full on
and the unconscious pilot lying on the
fHoor of the cockpit.

Eric zoomed up and Hattened out.
There was still another enemy machine
to be dealt with. Then he laughed
grimly, for the fourth machine was far

clow, making towards the .groumd,
Whether the pilot had funked it, or
whether he had developed engine
trouble, Eriec neither knew nor cared.

He pressed on the rudder and swung
the nose of the machine towards the
west—and France, The shrapnel was
coming up again now. ‘The machino
was already riddled like a sieve, and
more than once it lurcked ominously.

But Eric held steadily onwards,
fighting desperately to keep at bay the
recurring waves of navsea which were
flooding over him as rcaction strove for
the upper hand.

His face was web and sticky where
the blood had ooczed from & czealp
wound,

Bang, bang !

Eric stiffened in his seat. The worst
had happened. His engine was mis-
firing.

————

The German Peasant !

RIC'S brain worked rapidly. Ha
greatly doubted if he could
make the trenches. Apart from
engine trouble, the swaying,

lurchin H. 4 was almost ecrippled.
The rudder controls, torn by the Eurat
of bullets which had come through the
bottom of the cockpit, were hanging by
a strand.

Between Strasbourg and Buhl, Eric
knew was a stretch of desolate moor-
land. If he could reach it and lapd
there might be time to make a hast
repair and take off again. Better ris
that than almost cerlain capture by
making & forced landing in populated
country. He might also be able to do

O

o .
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Crack ! Crack

crumpled up.
something for Carslaivs. Dut, ne. e
kirew Carstairs was dead, Loor old

Crrstairs |

e swung lhe machme townrds the
south-west, lus engine bangimg anil run-
ning uncerfainly,  Ile was very Jow—
rog low for sofely. Ye came through
the Dbavrages, silting stiflly erect in the
vilol’s scat, hopiug agamst hope that
f.is engine wonld bold out.  Ilis head
was aching intolerably, but ho kpew
how fatal it would Lo to relax his
iensed nerves,

Once he lurned Lis head. Far® away
i the ecast he saw o blurred smndgo
amd thoe sanlight gliniing on a silver
spire.  Strasbourg, that.  Alead lay
the wooded slopes of tho Vosges, Io
wag passing now over blvak awd barreon
conutry, and. when  Strashourg  had
faaded from his vision Le shoved for-
word the conirolstick and romaunonecd
i descemd, Bave for distank seatleved
hamlets there was no =ign of human
I hitation,

At eighly feet Erie switched ol his
enpine, It expired with o dyig wasp,
which ;':.vug'nru.':ll ill for its ever boing re-
slarted, without having fivst audergone
n  thorough overhaul, Ho made a
hompy, shaky Janding on 1he  rough
ground near a hick clonp of stunted
buighes,

Drawing his aulomatic from his belt,
Je rose stilBy in bis seat, and leaning
nrar the rear of the cockpit spoke Cav-
slairs’ name. Bot there was no answer
from the huddled figere on {lie Hoor of
Al gunner's eockpit,

Ilis automadte still o lus hawd, Eric
clambered  from  the  machine  and
deappedd ta the gronnd, 1L veeded litdo
mvestigalion to find that Carstairs had

Lo killed by = chunk of fAying
~hraphel. : :
Erie looked about litm- scarvchingly,

M owas gpaiet and nothog surred.  11is

PRIGE
TWOPENGCE.

them. (See this page.)
automatie ready for instant use, ho
mounted o the engine, then turned his
attention to the petro] tank,

Within a minute Lie was standing
the ground again, his cyes grim, For
ilig petrol tank was abnost empty. 16
had been puncturcd by either o bullet
or a picee of shrapuel.

Well, that settled it, of course. 1Ic'd
vl the hody of Carstairs out, set the old
wy on re, and beetle off. IHe'd get
through somnchow, Lic up during the
day snd travel au night, There wasn't
cuougl petrol left to tuke the machin: a
dozen miles.

o turned towards the rear cockpit,
Lhen & shoarp ejaculation sprang to his
lips,  and I wflippnd his aulomatic lo
the ready. Ruomnming towards him [rom
the clump of hus;fns wns o Uerman
wasant, dressed in a blouse and coavse,
MEEY  trousera ]

Waiting 111l the man was within ton
sards of Lim, Frie snapped :

“Another step and you're o dead
man )

e <poke in Gormwan, for he was an
execllent hmgost,

The peasant halted abruptly,

“(h, don't he a ~illy fool I"* ho broka
atr. ) wont o life”

“Eh?t What "

The total unexpeciedness of the reply

il

had {aken Eric uhr‘w}r.lim' ihe wan had
spoken in perlect English, :
“{ome on,’' went on the  peasant,

“Je's ger the bus tinkered up. You've
Il a forecd landing, sud I'm glad you
have, You'lk have 1o buek up, though.
Theve's o Boche archio battery three
miiles from heve, and you can bet they'll
e heading this wey Jor all they're
worth ¥

“But who 1he Jickens are you, man '

“I'm Bivchingilon, of {he Secret Sor-
viee ! ITere, ook at this '™

Aud, «epping  forward, ihe peazat

! Two shots rang out, and a bullet whined by Eric's head. Birchington staggered forward a step amd
In the distance, topping & rise in the moorlands, was a party of grey-clad German soldiers running towards

tlurust the thin metal idéntity dise of the

Writish Secret Service towards Ene.

1 must get through to headquarters
as soon as possible ! went on Birching-
tan quickly. “This is a godsend lo .
You can tootle me ever thoe lincs in 10
time 1"

“I can't, man!” replicd Eric regret-
fully, * There's hardly any petrol in the
tank, and the engine's conked !

Birchington groanecd.

“Ch, confound it!"™ he said. “I'll
have to hoof it after all! Dut what
albout vou? You'd bBetter make for the
Swiss frontier, and—-"

Cpuck, erach!

Two shots rang out. A bullet whined
Ly Ervi¢'s head., Birchington clutched ak
the bLireast of his peasant’zs blowse. lIlo
stagpgered forward o step, then crumpled
and sprawled lieavily to the ground.

It had happened within an instant.
Jorie wheeled vound. Topping a rise in
the moorland and running towards themn
wis a party of grey-clad soldiers.

“Quick I Birchington's voice cnme
learsely, wrgently. " Get nmie—to the
lushes—something to soy=—"

Eric whipped his avlomatie into !he
pocket of Ilns Oying coat, and, picking
up the Becret Berviee man, slung him
over his shouhler and ran for the bushea.

Crock, crack!

Two more shols rang out, and the
bullets whistled perilously close, But
Yiric recached the clump of bushes, and
plunging into the midst of them, dmpp-:r.i
on his knees and laid Birchington on (he
ground. !

“ Inside my shirt--quick—the packet !""
gaid Birchington jerkily.

Eric tore open the man’s shirt and
blouso. In a pocket on tho inner side of
tho coarse shirt he found an envelope.”

“ {20t it—good man —bury it} Quick!™
And whilst Eric scooped a hole. in
the ground, tearing with nails and
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fingois.

~Birchington's  volce  eamw
huskily.. 7 ' o A
“Thév've  plans  of—huge airctall

fuctorv—near IFianklort—3sutrender yany
hl"l[---rHHﬂE'LE-'tHHJ survendoer Fnurﬂm]f
1l be ’:hc,piumn camps for you. h'_?ﬂﬂ"
vompiiftec—1edl theme-- they'll  get you
ent, then coine for pluns! 4

1{*5 ves, 1 pmderstand I Eric's voico
was fapid for he could hear exeited
gotiural - shonfs  approsching.  * The
Keonpe Committee, what are {111:3 B

B P-uclum,iﬂn tid not explain.

¥ Fscape——came for plans—get through
to headguarters with them—urgent, man,
urgent !

ic¢ lwoke off, gasping [ov breath,
Then he raized ntself on his elbpw.
"The uppmm,hmg mien wers very t.l::rzf:
oW,

“TPon't fail me- pmmw:-—aﬂur 'nml
of honour ——" Birchington’s voice was
strbnger, and he groped outw ards with
hia-hand.

Elm toolk. il in & firm clasp.

ST will nm' fail vou,” he sand.
my honour !’

*{i00d man ! H]:, pood man

Bivchington’s voice trailed awav., A
trickle of blood stained lis lips, and, as
he fell imply back, the foremost of the
German “soldicrd crashed into the clump
of bushes!

Eric knew ihat resislance was worse
than nscless, Bough hands seized him
and a bavonet was thrust within an
inch of his chest. A sergeant, square-

awed,. brutish, and wearing the cap

ution of the avmy of Prince Ruprecht
of Bavaria, pushed himsclf forward.

“Bearch  the thmuhnnd
weapons ™ he barked.

A. rapid. bug thorough, scarch hrnnp;ht
_ ||glllt Erie’s rev l:ll‘t er “which the
f-rgr-mlt FF.ICLNE{]

e !"mrlw —" he grunied.
ves, I'saidl 3o—-= Now liston to me,
‘og rlrf an Lugiundv

“On

f-:u'

“ Put,
on

man’
1% indicated the prone. still form of
Birchmgion, Erie had been expeciing

fhis, It e know that it was absolutely
sssential that he forswore all know Tndgr
af thie =eoret servieo man.

“How the dickens do I "k!m".‘.
ke 32 e snappead.

whao

.we closed the frontier t‘a—-—ipnuf
e snapped his fingers in the boy's faco”

Whe is that

The o sergeant
Aushed o doll yeld,
capel an ugly  look

L'I'Illl. 0,
= 1lave @ care, THY
Freieand 7 1w warneil

huvshiv.,  “8uch
inzoltnee  can bo
enved.  If you do

not know this man
why did you carry
him to the Lmshes "

Forie shrugzed - his
shouldera,

*1 refuse to an-
gwor any quostions
of vours!" he

yopliod,

With an oath the seygeant slepped
forward and grippeldl the boy Ly the
shoulder.

Ho wheeled on the neavest German
soldier,
“Beavch that pig!” he snapped.

“Maybo he carrics s papers. of identi-
fication 1™ =il

The: soldier bent over Birchington
and-from the pocket in the torn blouse
of the dead man he drew o dirty and
torn “grey envelape.

The ~ sergeant snatched it and
cxamined  the coutents:
4 '["Im:.r are his. papnrs" he _Eruntﬂd

“IHe is ‘of Alsmce—Johann Villiers—n
peasant | Huh, oxempt from scrvice
with the colours through lung trouble!
Stamped by the tribunals of Etrnﬁ-
bourg, Munich and Karlsruhe! A dog
with the eursed blood of the Franzosc
in himp=—"

- He paused, and shot a

guick glance
at Erie.

“French blood, my i.ﬂ?nuﬂrﬁ-ﬂ
Maybe he wished to aid you. Himmel,
but there are many who hate the

Fatherland among the treacherous dogs

of Alsace——"

There” camie to Rrie some renlisation
of what the sérgeant.meant. Many of
the peasants of Alsace-Lorraine were of

Fronch  extraction. But  sineo | the
Franco-Prussian war they had: lived
under CGerman  rule. Yot in  thew

hearts was an abiding love f6F France,

“¥You will not deny that the dog
offered yon aid !" went on the sergeant
harshly, “I.know lig breed. He 13 one
of those who would have slipped across
the. frontier on’ the eve of war amd
joined the army of the Franzose. -But
] ”"""-ﬂ.nd
—as quick as that!® Ile wished to help
yonl, yes?

Lric saw his cue and was ﬁt]{*n{' anul
in that :silence ther German sergeant
read his afirmative.

(Tan't this story the goods, boys? What-
fra f
nwerl wweel., - Nee " that Tpau T gel ;y::-u.r
MuaGRET Defore the newsagent sclls” e
fiis “stock: iwtother werds, give him
Haur ar:!sr tosedreir, )

erepb -into - lis cold

And iFs MOre Hi”ﬂf!.:u !'}':rrn Crer

PRECE
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FAHOIIS FﬂﬁTBALL ﬂLﬂBS!

[I!':'mﬂurami from page 2}

Prvey Bation, o stalw art half for a |ﬂﬂlt
time, and later o fine full-back,
plaved for England, and so has Ja::-n

‘Bradiord, the contre-forward. Bradiord

15 & very -real centré-forward, - with
cheery clmlmbl’rm:n Ho smiles th'l'ml“h
failure as in SU10COES, and is w hat. ]311'+
mingham ealls a “nice Ind” Dany
elobs have made offers for him, but he
has remained at 5t. Androws.

One of the conundrums of the team
iz James Croshie, & Scot who has
played for his countrr, and who cost a
big sum of money. A really great foot-
Imlh:-l, "|.'|.'1H| skill in ovhry rsmnw but
somelow or other he has never been
much among the goal-scorers, le can
ba too modest in front of ﬁ " andl
that 13 what the regular attenders fhll‘l“{
abont Crosbio.

Criticism of the same sort cannot be
Iovelléd against Goorge Brigas, who has
often changed places with Bradford. A
rlocky little  fellow of  five-feet-five,
Briggs is as hard as nails and as stron
as a horse. ITn addition, we might ad
that he can kick like a mule when the
ball is at s 1loe anywhere near io

goal, He does if, too, in no hal-
hearted fashion.
Willinm Harriz 13 an  inside-left -n!"

whom great things aro expected.
was seen some little time apgo pla‘jrm
for England in a junior Internationa

malkch a%a:msl: Scotland, and so0 im-
pressed that he was signed on forth:
with. As a- partner on the left wing
there iz Johnzon, who, altho ha
weiit to Barnsley to play football for a
time, is a Midlander - through and
througl.

“.’]H}II these regulars cannot take
their  places, there ave pmmwm

youngsters in the background in Bond,
Oaks, Hibbs, and Brues, while the. mdn
was recontly EH‘,FHHI:I]E'[:II'_‘T] by the acquisi-
tion of Randle, “half-back from
Coventry, and ":-I{ml{:*.r Davics, the
Welsh International from West Brom-
wich.

This last-mentioned plaver is one- of
the most remarkable personalitiés . in
football. Anvway, he ‘has  had &
strange carcer. Ofi many "occgsions he
has not been in the grigmal Welsh side
to play in an International match, but
time after time he Las been called upon
to take the place of & man who has
been compolled to ‘drop out.  Davies
has playved far Wales in"overy depart-
m-:}nt evén having kept goal when the
fﬂa ecper wis hurt. And he has never

t Wales down., Birmingham first’ put
him_at half-back, but he iz most uscillr
a5 B forward.

Tho cluh, has never had the "‘r'llln.
re ntation for being an. ultra-scientific

“side, “hut thm have always playved what

can best be described as ™ dﬂ""u"r!] ug-;]xt. 2
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14 TELL YOUR PALS ABOUT THESE SIDE-SPLITTING ‘‘'SHOCKERS," BOYS! 1o
“_- =
1. i m gpita of them- They've offerving £30 Iteicard for Peadshol Dick, dead or alive. Hulihat docsn't seemn to worry the Tervor of ihe Higluoay. He pops up  about w  preate. “Don't bo abgerd, Jolly!™ Le eggs-
ACK: JOLLY of the Fourth, jumped solves thoy shivered agrain, large as life, but his hael weonld scarcely buy o bwopenny stamp ! randmother,|claimed. *There ja no such porson na
out of tho night-train as it slowed | o little. For this ack ™ Deoadshot Dick! We are not living in thw
up ot Muggleton stetion. IHe|was a bleak and good old days, when the highwaya wero

turnod a dobble somersalt on the

latform, and finally landed in the arms of

w_.u chums—Merry and Bright and Frank
Feorleas—who had come to meet him.

They ombraced him like a long-lost
brother, though Jock had only heen away
from S¢. Sam's & cupple of days. He had
been to London, to attend the reading of
hin grate-grandmothess Will,

Jack wag one of the hares to the old
lady’s fortune, and ha had told his chums
that he would roturn to 8t. Bam's relling
in riches. Perhapa thot was why they
made such an awful fuss of him, as ho
tumbled into their arma.

“ Good old Jack ! satd Merry. “It's
B trost to Zea your smiling chivvy again,'

" Yep, rathor ! " aaid Bright. " We'voe
mimsod you dresdiully, old fellow. In {net,
we'vo all boen off cur feed since you went

nwway." .
“And we've had sleepleas mnights,”
chimed in Franlt Fearless., “Chon, after

a digeroet paws, ha added :

“ Have you come back o giddy million.
aire, Jack 1"

Jack Jolly grinnad,

“ Not oggeactly,” he said, * But I'm
five pounda richer than when I went away ;
and we'll blus it st the tuckeliopy when
we got back to St. Sam's."”

" Five poynds isn't mueh," said Merry,
hisg face falling.

" Weoll, I'm =sattisfied, snyway., Under
the torms of my grate-grandmother’a will,
I was ontitled to five thowsand pounds
on my coming-of-age, or five pounds
down, which over I preferred. Natcherally
I chosa the five pounds down. A fiver
in the hand iz worth five thowsand in the
bush.™

“ Bomothing in  that,)” said Bright.
‘" Anything miglit happen to you before
you como of age. How can any follow ha
certoin that he will roach the ripe old age
of twenty-one? Ho might be knocked
down by & motor.cor— "'

“0r held uwp by a highwayman, and
hava hia lranos _uw.uiﬂ. out,'" ssid Franlk
Fearlora, ‘with 8 sinnister significoence in
his tone, aa they proceaded to Bt. Bam'a.

It was a wild and stormy night, and
blowing grate guns ; but our heroes were
not “ windy." Thoy feared ne foo in
phining srmer. Linking their arms, thoy

Bia fearlonsly through the night.
" Talking sbout highweymen,'™ said
Jack Jaolly, ** that was an awlinlly queor

affair the other night, whon four of our
rgsters were held up at the eross-romds
by an armed highwaymean, and made io
turn out their poclets,’!

“Awiully gqueer!™ agreed Morry,
“Wonder if it really happened, or if the
otasters imaginoed the whole thing 1

* Personolly,” seid Bright, ~I'm in-
elined to. think thoat the maestora were
tolling the tale. Mighwayrmen don't
oggaist, those days; they belong to.thoe
dimm and distant paat. otor.cars, and
modorn progréss, have driveon "om off the
roaads. '

" True onull,™ said Frank Feoarless,
“Thore ore no Dick “urpontines, or
Rixteen-stringed Jacks, nowadays. And
yot it's atrango thot [our massters should
all. bo suffering from the snme deloosion
that they were hold up and robbed by a
highwayman, on roturning from the
cimema  in Muggloton, (Hd  Liclkham
deglarad that he wag rebbed of his life.
savings—hall-a-crown. And Mr Tyser's
cighteen-carrot pold wateh was taken ;
and Herr Guggenheimer hed to hand over
a string of German sossidges, at the peint
of the pistlo.  It's queer, joily quoer !

The juniors became rilent and thought-
ful ax thoy trampead along the dusky road,
Prezzently they came to the cross-roads
~—the scene of the alleged hold-up—and

FHE Macxer Ligrarny.—No. 1,059,

lonely spot, and the
wind was moaning
earily.

Thore was o sipn-
post ot the cros:-
ronds ;3 ond on the .
sign-post-—just bo-
low the spot whorm
it said, ™ 8tick XNo
Rill,"" appearod the
following notiss.
The juniors wore
justable to desipher
it by the light of
the moon.

“FIFTY POUNDS
EEWARD |

“"WHEREAS o
portain  deoaprit
shoundrel, dressed
in the guys of o
highwaymaon, and
calling himself
DEADSH O«
DICK, hns lately
been gilty of rab.
bory ..__.__.mﬁw“ viclenco
fn tha King's
Highway, noar this
placa ;

“And  whoreas
tha afore-meontionad
raflan  has mado
himsolf o monass
to nll law-shiding
cityzens, se that
avon the local
policeman is afraid
to venture out aiter dark ; I

“ And whereas this sort of thing can-
not be alowd to go om in A sivvilised
conntry, putting the wind up the populace,

A REWARD OF FIFTY I'OUNDSR

in hearby offercd for the Body {Alive or
Diead) of the afore-mentioned DEADSHOT
DICK, if captured and delivered up to
the nearest police.station.

* Here is a chonee for some gallent lero
to prove hig motal ! ™

“Then it's true!”™ epgeelaimed Jack
Jolly.,  * Deadahot Dick isn’t a lickishos
person ; he's actuslly alive and kickiog.
And there's a reward of Afty quids for
the person who captures him—alive or
doad ! "

*I only wish wa could have the ek

to collar the preshus skoundrel !’ cried
Marry.
Even as he spoke the clattér of horses’

hoofs broke the stillneas of the night.

The juniora spun round, startled, to see
& lorsermnan, come charging down upeon
them, And they did not need to lool at
him.twice to realise his eye-dentity. For
he was dreased in the guys of an old-time
highwayman, The upper part of his face
was masked, and his long beard foated
in the wind, From his helster he suddenly
wippod out o blunderbugs and levelled
it at tho juniors.

It wass Desdshot Dick, the Terror of
the Highway |

“Good evening, young gentlomen!™

he epgaclaimod in o gruff vowee.  * Might
I trubble you to put up your honds ¥
The juniors obeyed with =slacrity.

Tl had plonty of eurridge, but they
H.aﬁpﬂﬁﬁw n__:..__.mun__,H ﬂ_.w_.u_. WODo —E.mm_.”ﬁ..i aaingt
o ormoed highwoaymone Ho ledl only
to préss the trigger of his Dlundoerbuss and
they would be despaiched to kingdom
COMA,

" Thers is no need for me to intorjuice
myeelf,”" said Deadeghot Dick, baring his
fnlss teeth in a feendish grine * You
Lhove already tumbled to the fact that I
am Deacdshot Lick, There is a prico on
my hoad B

* Yes, two-and-cleven,” said Jack Jolly.

|
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"You've forgotten to take the ticket &ff
your thireo-cornerod hat 1™

Y Orate Heott!" gagped the highway-
man. ~ And he -anatohed oF lus  Lat,
revealing a totally bald pate. Then hio
hasztily tore off the price ﬂn_nm.,.. and jammed
his hat on Bgain.

“You misunderstond me,” he =ail.
“"By a price on my head 1 meant that
a reward was being offered for my capturs
dead or alive! Well, wo have not the
slighteat intention of being eaptured just
yvob, have weo, Black Bess t"

And the speaker patted thoe main of
Hie Lelty cart-horse omn which he was
moanted,

“What doe you want with na ¥ de.
mdnded Frank Fearlesa boldly. * Wo'vo
got no mwnny-—-"

* Don't tall .,—,H.ﬁug..mu " gail Tremdshion
Dick sternly. * Which of you Lappons
to ba Jack Jolly *7°

Jack stepped forwared.

*“I have resson to boleeve that vou
have a large sum in yeur possession,
You will now aubmit to a

A DRAMATIC |
STORY CF THE
HEROES
OF 3T. SAM'S, !

=

nothing doing.
grandmother cut you off without a penny.”

It seema that your grate-

“Eh?
grate-grandmother T°
I serprive.

Deadshot Dick did nolt answer that
gquestion. He  turned to Jack Jolly's
chumy oud ordercd them to turn out
thoir poclots.

The juniora obeyed promptly  enufl,
happy in the nollidge that they werg all
stony -brole,

Deadshot Dick was doeidedly unlucky.
Not a0 muech as a penny-peace did he
get out of Jack Jolly & Co.

" Why, you weren't worth
nod  risli of holdingap !t ™
highwavymen, " You micerable  set of
pawpers | You can't produce oven n
farthing between you! Il '

And Deadshot Diel, with a furions and
Lbaffled glore ot the juniors, jumped on
Lis lery charger, and galloped away ints
tho night, .

What do you know about my
asked Jack Jolly

tlis trulbla
anarled 1he

1T

sonrch-—and no  tretchery,
mind! I'm a dead shou
with this blunderbuss—hence
my nicknama !

Ao saying, Doeadshot Thek
disroounted from his horso
and startodd to go through
Jock Jolly's pockets.

Jaclt offored no resistance,
and hiz: ehyma looked on
with glom faces. Gone were
their fond hopes of o fino
feml when they pgot hack
to 8t Sam’=. It secmed __.:“___u.,
too probablo that Jaek Jolly's
fiver would pasz inte the
poessession of Doadahot Diel:,

But the highwayman wos
unlucky,  He went through
Joack's pockets carefully and
sistesnetically, Dbut all ho
founed was o tlveopenny bit
—wills a hole in it ]

" What a sell 1 " he growled

at last, “ 1 mode sure I waa
in for a rich haul. bus thoro's

Y PEAD

SHOT DJOM "—alias D,

Birchsmall.

.U_Pw__._.m.._._m_ﬁ.“_._.____m.._.w__...__m_
..._,:_u.._..__ww_éncm_:ﬁ
Hizhway !

The juniors stond
tramafize:d in the roadway,
slaring  aftor tho rewoating
horseman, who dissppeared
in o whirling elowd of dust.

* How did wou managa to
oulwit Che skoundrel, Jack ¥
aalond Merry.

Jack Jeily chuckled.

"1 mever carry bouknotes
in my pockets,” lLe OEEN-
plainesd. " The fiver is tucked
pwny insele my shoo; ond
natebesally, Deadshot  Dick
iicln™t think of that,. We've
sont him away  empty-
lometod.™

“What a  weerd - looking
rofian he looked | " said Frank
Fearless, " I've never heard
of o highwayman with o
H._Eiﬂm beard, before. And
low did he happen to know

HFAsk moe an-
other ! " gaid Jack

Jolly., *I say!
Wouldn't 1t be rip-
ping if weo could

copture  Deadshot
Diak, and hand him
aver to justiss 1"

“Why hend ham
avar .wm u:ﬁmqu._“ 3
pglkeod Merry. CWhy
not to  tho Head,
or Mr Lickham 1"

tAazl I don't
Lo M. Juakiss,
the 5t, Sam's orm-
master. 1 modan
Misg  Justiss — the
girl with the band-
b.ﬁ.m....w ovng and the
pair scales.  If
only wo could eap-
ture Doadshot Dick,
and gvo him into
win the fifty pounds
rowprd, and whack
gut the muuny be:
tween wa'’

“War  rathor! "
spid Frank mﬁpmﬁ.f
“gynposing wo lie in
ﬂwmwﬁm_.“_.un wﬂm wwn_.._._-._.&-
vel to-morrow nightt
He's sure to be
._.n_._”r_.._ﬁm-”_.m around .—_.__n.
erogs-ronda, up to hia
dasterdly tnx. We'll
pot a whole gang ol fellows to help us,
snd we'll arm ourselves with pokera, and
cricket-stumps, and Indian clubs. ‘Then
wa'll capture him, and truss him  wp,
ol take him along to the police station,
and claim ihe dilbbg,*

" That's the idea!™ eggselaimed  Jack
Jolly, his oyes pleaming.

And the juniors tramped on to St. Sam's,
ooperly discussing ways and moans of putting
o rope round the rascally neck of Deadshot
Dick, tho Terror of the Highway.

Thera waa very little sleap for our heroes
that night; nnd they were so erguited
next day that thoy wore unable to slcap
during morming lessons, 65 usual. Neither
did they sleep a wink during the alternoon
sehool. Thoy woro impationt for night to
fall, ko that they could put their plans into
ermenetbion.

Night fell at last, and o cloke of darkness
deasended upon St Sam"s.

Suddenly & zeoro of fellows emorged from
the School Howse, and went marching down
to the potos. They woere armed with &
varicty of woppons—pokers, and cricket-
atump, and bats, and Indian elul:, and
nottoed cudpels.

Jock Jolly had abeady instrcted them
in the art of capturing o highwayman ;
and their facea were taught and tenso,
They wero fnirly on the warpath, sl not
cvenn  the thought of Desdshot Dick's
Llundeebues eonld turn them from their
[PurTpnass,

i H_ _ T

The command rang out suddenly thraugl
the darkness.  And at the samo time o tall
figger loomed up out of the shoddoss—the
figger of Doctor Birchernall.

“ What is the meaning of this hers 7V
demonded the Head, stemnly. * Whee
Ark ¥ou going, ¥you young cubs, nnd why ace
vou all armed to the teath 7

* Please, air,” said Jack Jolly, * wo're
coing to cepture Dweadshot Diclk, the high-
wWioyman 1

Doctor Birchomall startod boack as if he
had been struck. His {aco tumed ‘pail in
the moonlight, and he trembled from head
to foot, Outwardly, however, ho was calm

and composed.

infested by rogues end robbers. This ix
the Twentioth Sentury ! "

“But we've actuslly scen Deadshot
Dick, sir!" cried Frank Fearless, * Last
night, on owr way back from Muggleton,
he held us up ot the crogs-roads.™

“Ho held you up ! said the lHoad,
ineredulusly.  * Then he must be o woight-
lifter—not & highwaymean 1™

“I mean, ha waylaid us, sir, cnd went
through our poekets, He is o shoundrel
of the deopest die, and there'a a reward
of fifty pounda being offered for hia capture,
dead or alive.”

Ttoctor Birchemall frowned. T

“I don't beleeve s word of it!' he
snapped. ¥ The masters tried to i.: e
the ssme cock-and-bull story, but it's all
tomuny-rob | __“._ iuw_w not .w.:ﬂmﬂ ﬁ”:nw Hi_ﬂ..__m“
B TACUTAI00. will put my foot down on i
with a firm hand. m._mn. back at once, sll
of you! About turn! Quick nasrch!

.___..u_.E."__. reluctantly, the bend of juniors
marched back to the building. It was
frightful luck that their plans should beo
nippud in tho bud by Doctor Bircherall ;
but, of course, the Head's word was low,

Mo sooner had the juniors disappeared
intn the building, than ancthicr party camo
marching down to the gates, This timo
it was o poarty of meators, E.Enn._. to th
teeth, It seomed that thoy had raided the
school museum, and helped themeelves to
some of the old-fashuncd weppims. Mr
Lickhem carriod a pike; Mr. Justisa hal
o crossbow and a quiverful of orrows;
Horr {iuggenheimer swung & mrﬁ:._...:u
aword over his head ; and Mr. Chas. Ty e
wislded o heavy stone cudgel, with nobbs

o, .
Y'he little band of masters marched grim

down to the gotes, when suddenly the cail's

voice lLiailod them from the shaddoes,

“ (lood-ovening, jentlemon! Whither
bound, might I ssk!" . :
The nasters halted, shufltling their [eot

aud Jaying down their arms. s
“iWa are poing to the cross-roads, s
anil Mr. H..ﬁm__u.EF "o lie in ambush for
Doadshot Dick, We h to capturo Lhat
impudont skoundrel, am hand lum over to

Justiss,”
Ductor Birchemall aneered. ;
wwWell, 1 wish you luek ! " he said shorn-

fully. * It's the ity Hn=ﬁwm. .m_wﬂp__ﬁ, that
sou e after, 1 supppose T Xou ALWAyH
w_s?. apn  averishus bounder, Lickhawm.

But 1 someliow think you will find Deadahot
Dicle too eleosive for you, jentlemen.!
Heo will not be such a booby as to walk
inta -vour clumsy ambush, If you take my
advice, you will return those murdons.
looking woppons to the mustun, envl buzs

alftohed ! "
The masters did not take the Hend's

advice. Th icked wp their omna Amd
marched __....:.wu__"“m Hmn_,f__u, gates, eonfident of thoir
ubility tu lay Deadashot Diclk by the heala,

HBut they were unlucky. They ambushed
themeelvea naor the cross-roads, and vwatohed
vigilantly till long after midnight. DBut
Dendshot Dick nover came near.  And ab
last, feeling cold and cramped in every Hmb,
the mastors gave it up, and tramped moodily
back to 5t. Sam'a

Doctor Birchemall was right, after oll,

Deadsliot Dick, the Terror of the mfm.ﬁ
way, had proved too eloosive & custom
maq.u...#_a Eﬁmﬂ.ﬁ.u of St. Sam's. And the
desprit shoundrel was still at large, with 4
price on his head !

TILE END.

(There toill be another rollicking fine story
of Jack Jolly and Co. tn next week's
MAGNET entitled ; = DOCTOR BIRCII-
..m_.__.__.-,.:u_m.w._.___..._.u...m_ ...m_u_._.m._ﬂ.ﬂ....m_“_.._m..m.vm i It's a tread
of a yarn this, chuma.)
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